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Sweet contemplation elevates my ſenſe, 
While I ſurvey the works of Providence. 
O could the muſe in loftier ſtrains rehearſe, 
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The glorious Author of the univerſe, 
Who reins the winds, gives the vaſt ocean bounds, 
And circumſcribes the floating worlds their rounds, 


My ſoul ſhould overflow in ſongs of praiſe, 
And my Creator's name inſpire my lays! 
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NIGHT-PIECE 
„ 
D E A T F. 


Y the blue taper's treinbling light, 
No more I waſte the wakeful night, 

Intent with endleſs view to pore 

The ſchoolmen and the ſages o'er: 

Their books from wiſdom widely ſtray, 

Or point at beſt the longeſt way. 

III ſeek a readier path, and go 

Where wiſdom's ſurely taught below. 

How deep yon azure dies the {ky ! 

Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lye, 

While thro' their ranks in ſilver pride 

The nether creſcent ſeems to glide. 

The ſlumb' ring breeze forgets to breathe, 
The lake is ſmooth and clear beneath, 
Where once again the ſpangled ſhow 
Deſcends to meet our eyes below. 

The grounds which on the right aſpire, 

In dimneſs from the view retire: 

The left preſents a place of graves, 

Whoſe wall the filent water laves. 

A 


A NIGHT-PIECE 


That ſteeple guides thy doubtful ſight 

Among the livid gleams of night. 

There paſs with melancholy ſtate, 

By all the ſolemn heaps of fate, 

And think, as ſoftly- ſad you tread. 

Above the venerable dead, 

Time was, like thee they life poſleſt, 

And time ſhall be, that thou ſhalt reſt. 
Thoſe graves, with bending Oſier bound, 

That nameleſs heave the crumbled ground, 

Quick to the glancing thought diſcloſe, 

Where Toil and Poverty repoſe. 

The flat ſmooth ſtones that bear a name, 
The chiſſel's ſlender help to fame, £4 
(Which ere our ſet of friends decay 
Their frequent ſteps may wear away ;) 
A middle race of mortals own, 

Men, half ambitious, all unknown. 

The marble tombs that riſe on high. 
Whoſe dead in vaulted arches lye, 
Whoſe pillars ſwell with fculptur'd ſtones, . 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones, 
Theſe, all the poor remains of ſtate, 
Adorn the rich, or praiſe the great; 

Who while on earth in fame they live, 


Are ſenſeleſs of the fame they give. 


. . ON DEATH, a 3 
Ha! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades! 
All ſlo w, and wan, and wrap'd with ſhrouds, 
They riſe in viſionary crouds, 
And all with ſober accent cry, 
Think, mortal, what it is to dye. 
Now from yon black and fun' ral yew, 
That bathes the charnel-houſe with dew, 
" Methinks, I hear a voice begin; 
(Ye ravens, ceaſe your croaking din, 
Ye tolling clocks, no time reſound 
O'er the long lake and mid-night ground) 
It ſends a peal of hollow groans, 
Thus ſpeaking from among the bones. 
When men my ſcythe and darts ſupply, 
How great a King of Fears am 1! 
They view me like the laſt of things; 
They make, and then they dread my ſtings, 
Fools! if you leſs provok'd your fears, 
No more my ſpe&re-form appears. 
Death's but a path that muſt be trod, 
If man wou'd ever paſs to God: 
A port of calms, a ſtate of caſe 
From the rough rage of ſwelling ſeas. 
Why then thy flowing fable ſtoles, 
Deep pendent cypreſs, mourning poles, 
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1 4 « © A NIGHT-PIECE ON DEATH, 
BE L Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
Long palls, drawn herſes, cover'd ſteeds, 
And plumes of black, that as they tread, 
Nod o'er the ſcutcheons of the dead? 
Nor can the parted body know, 


| * —Naor wants the ſoul, theſe forms of woe: 
i3 As men who long in priſon dwell, | 
. With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 


33 When-e'er their ſuffering years are run, 
Vvßpring forth to greet the glitt ring ſun: 
Slyusch joy, tho far tranſcending ſenſe, 
Have pious ſouls at parting hence. 
On earth, and in the body plac'd, 
A few, and evil years, they waſte: 
But when their chains are caſt aſide, 
cgee the glade ſcene unfolding wide. 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day. 
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CONTENTMENT:. 


OVvELy, laſting peage of mind! +» 
£4 Sweet delight of human kind! 
Heav'nly born, and bred on high, 
To crown the fav'rites of the ſky 
With more of happineſs below, 
Than victors in a triumph know! 
Whither, O whither art thou fled, 
To lay thy meek, contented head? 
What happy region. doſt thou pleaſe 
To make the ſeat of calms and eaſe? 
Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 
Of pomp and.ſtate, to meet thee there. 
Encreaſing ayarice would find 
Thy preſence in its gold enſhrin d. 
The bold advent'rer ploughs his way, 
'Thro' rocks amidſt the foaming ſea, 
To gain thy love; and then perceives 
Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 


Bid thy wild paſſions all be ill, 


A HYMN 


| The ſilent heart which grief aſſails, 


Treads ſoft and loneſome o er the vales, 
Sees daiſies open, rivers run, 
And ſeeks, as I have vainly done, 
Amuſing thought ; but learns to know 
That ſolitude's the nurſe of woe. __ 
No real happineſs is found 
In trailing purple o'er the ground: 
Or in a ſoul exalted high, 
To range the circuit of the ſky, | 
Converſe with ſtars above, and know __ 
All nature in its forms below; 
The reſt it ſeeks, in ſeeking dies, 1 5 
And doubts at laſt for knowledge riſe. Bla 
Lovely, laſting peace, appear! ay 
This world itſelf, if thou art here, 
Is once again with Eden bleſt, 
And man contains it in his breaft. 
"Twas thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 
I ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 
And loſt in thought, no more perceiv 9 


The branches whiſper as they wav'd; 


It ſeem'd, as all the quiet place 
Confeſs d the preſence of the grace. 
When thus ſhe ſpoke Go rule thy wil 


TO CONTENTMENT. 


Know God---and bring thy heart to know, 

The joys which from religion flow : 

Then ev'ry grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 

And T'll be there to crown the reſt. 
Oh! by yonder moſly ſeat, 

In my hours of ſweet retreat: 

Might I thus my ſoul employ, 

With ſenſe of gratitude and joy: 

Rais'd as ancient prophets were, 

In heav'nly viſion, praiſe, and prayer ; 

Pleaſing all men, hurting none, 

Pleas'd and bleſs'd with God alone: 

Then while the gardens take my fight, 

With all the colours of delight; 

While ſilver waters glide along, 

To pleaſe my ear, and court my ſong: 

Il lift my voice, and tune my ſtring, 

And Thee, great Source of nature, ſing. 
The ſun that walks his airy way, 

To light the world, and give the day ; 

The moon that ſhines with borrow'dlight; 

The ſtars that gild the gloomy night; 

The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves; 

The wood that ſpreads its ſhady leaves ; 

The field whoſe ears conceal the grain, 

The yellow treaſure of the plain ; 
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8 AHYMN TO CONTENTMENT. 


All of theſe, and all I ſee, 

Shou'd be ſung, and ſung by me: 

They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 

But want and aſk the tongue of man. 
Go ſearch among your idle Ureams, 

Your buſy, or your vain extreams ; 

And find alife of equal bliſs, 

Or own the next begun in this. 


A 


HYMN on ' SOLITUDE, 


— 


HE mildly pleaſing Solitude, 
Companion of the wiſe, and good ; 
But, from whoſe holy, piercing eyc, 
The herd of fools, and villains fly. 
Oh! how I love with thee to walk, 
And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, 
Which innocence, and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts. 
A thouſand ſhapes you wear with caſe, 
And ſtill in every ſhape you pleaſe. 
Now wraptin ſome myſterious dream, 
Alone philoſopher you ſeem ; 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you {weep the vaulted ſky, 
A ſhepherd next, you haunt the plain, 
Andwarble forth your oaten ſtrain. 
A lover now, with all the grace 
Of that ſweet paſſion in your face: 
Then, calm'd to friendſhip, you aſſume 
The gentle-looking Harford's bloom, 
As with her Muſidora, ſhe, 
(Her Muſidora fond of thee) 
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1 ON SOLITUDE; 
Amid the long withdrawing vale 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 

| | 'Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 

| Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born; 

And while meridian fervours beat, 

'thincis the woodland dumb retreat; 

But chief, when ev'ning ſcenes decay, 

And the faint landſkip ſwims away, 

'Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 

And that beſt hour of muſing thine. 

Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 

The virtues of the ſage, and ſwain ; 

Plain Innocence in white array'd, 

Before thee lifts her fearleſs head: 

Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 

And chear thy glooms with light divine: 

About thee ſports ſweet Liberty ; 

And rapt Urania ſings to thee. 

Oh, let mepierce thy ſecret cell! 

And in thy deep receſſes dwell ; 

Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 

When Meditation has her fill, 

I juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes 

Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe, 

Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 

'Then ſhield mein the woods again. 
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| Ow carly ſhepherds o'er the 1neadow paſs, 

And print long foot-ſteps in the glitr'ring graſs; 
he cows neglectful of their paſture ſtand, 

y turns obſequious to the milker's hand. 

When Damon ſoftly trod the ſhaven lawn, 

Damon, a youth from city cares withdrawn; 

ong was the pleaſing walk he wander'd thro', 

\ cover'd arbour clos'd the diſtant view; 
here reſts the youth,and while the feather'd throng 
Raiſe their wild muſic, thus contrives a ſong. 

Here wafted o'er by mild Eteſian air, 

Thou country Goddeſs, beauteous Health! repair; 
ere let my breaſt thro' quiv'ring trees inhale 
by roſy bleſſings with the morning gale. 

Vhat are the fields, or flow'rs, or all J ſee? 

Ah] taſteleſs all, if not enjoy'd with thee. 

Joy to my ſoul! I feel the Goddeſs nigh, 

The face of nature cheers as well as I; 

Jer the flat green refreſhing breezes run, 

he ſmiling dazics blow beneath the ſun, 

B 2 


12 HEALTH, 


The brooks run purling down with ſilver waves, 
'The planted lanes rejoice with dancing leaves, 
The chirping birds from all the compaſs rove 
'To tempt the tuneful echoes of the grove: 
High ſunny ſummits, deeply ſhaded dales, 

1 hick moſly banks, and flow'ry winding vales, 
With various proſpect gratify the ſight, 

And ſcatter fix d attention in delight, 

Come, country Goddeſs, come, nor thou ſuffic C 
But bring thy mountain-ſiſter, Exerciſe. / 
Call'd by thy lively voice, ſhe turns her pace, [ 

! 
| 
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Her winding horn proclaims the finiſh'd chace ; 
She mounts the rocks, ſhe ſkims the level plain, 
Dogs, hawks, and horſes crowd her early train ; 
Her hardy face repells the tanning wind, 
And lines and meſhes looſely float behind. 
All theſe as means of toil the feeble ſee, 
But theſe are helps to plcaſure join'd with thee. 
Let Sloth lic ſoftning till high noon in down, 

Or lolling fan her in the ſult'ry town, 
Unnerv'd with reſt ; and turn her own diſeaſe, 
Or foſter others in luxurious eaſe : | hounds, 

J mounz the courſer, call the deep-mouth'd 
'The foxunkennell'd flies to covert grounds; 
I lead where ſtags thro' tangled thickets tread, 
And ſhake the ſaplings with their branching lead 
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And here I court her when ſhe comes to reſt ; 


AN ECLO GU E. 


make the faulcons wing their airy way, 

And ſoar to ſeize, or ſtooping ſtrike their prey; 

To ſnare the fiſh ] fix the luring bait; 

To wound the fowl I load the gun with fate. 

'Tis thus thro' change of exerciſe I range, 

And ſtrength and pleaſure rife from'ev'ry change. 
Here, beauteous Health, for all the year remain, 
When the next comes, I'll charm thee thus again. 

Oh come, thou Goddeſs of my rural ſong, 

And bring thy daughter, calm Content, along, 

Dame of the ruddy cheek and laughing eye, 

From whoſe bright preſence clouds of ſorrow fly: 

For her I mow my walks, I platt my bow'rs, 

Clip my low hedges, and ſupport my flow'rs; 

To welcome her, this ſummer ſeat I dreſt, 


When ſhe from exerciſe to learned caſe 

Shall change again, and teach the change to pleaſe. 
Now friends converſing my ſoft hours refine, 

And Tully's 'Tuſculum revives in mine : 

Now to grave books I bid the mind retreat, 

And ſuch as make me rather good than great. 

Or o'er the works of eaſy fancy rove, 

Where flutes and innocence amuſe the grove: 

The native Bard that on Sicilian plains 

Firſt ſung the lowly manners of the ſwains; 
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14 HEALTH, AN ECLOGUE., 


Or Maro's muſe, that in the faireſt light 

Paints rural proſpects and the charms of ſight ; 

Theſe ſoft amuſements bring Content along, 

And Fancy, void of ſorrow, turns to ſong. 

Here, beauteous Health, for all the year remain, 
When the next comes, I'll charm thee thus again. 
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Ws when the night in ſilent ſable fled, red, 


When chearful morning ſprung with riſing 
When dreams and vapours leave to croud the brain, 
And beſt the viſion draws its heav'nly ſcene; 
"Twas then, as ſlumb'ring on my couch I lay, 
A ſudden ſplendor ſeem'd to kindle day, 
A breeze came breathing in a ſweet perfume, 
Blown from eternal gardens, fill'd the room; 
And in a void of blue, that clouds inveſt, 
Appear'd a daughter of the realms of reſt ; 
Her head a ring of golden glory wore, 
Her honour'd hand the ſacred volume bore, 
Her raiment glitt ring ſeem'd a ſilver white, 
Andall her ſweet companions ſons of light. 

Straight as I gaz'd, my fear and wonder grew, 

Fear barr'd my voice, and wonder fix d my view; 
When lo! a cherub of the ſhining croud, 
That fail'd as guardians in her azure cloud, 
Fann'd the ſoft air, and downward ſeem'd to glide, 
And to my lips a living coal apply d; 
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Then while the warmth on all my pulſes ran, 

Piffuſing comfort, thus the maid began. 
Where glorious manſions are prepar'd above, 

The ſeats of muſic, and the ſeats of love, 
©Thence I deſcend, and Pit Ty my name, 

To warm thy boſom with celeſtial flame, 

To teach thee praiſes mix d with humble pray'rs, 

And tune thy ſoul to ſing ſeraphic airs ; 

ge thou my bard.” A viol here ſhe caught, 

(An angel's hand the cryſtal viol brought) 

And as with awful ſound the word was ſaid, 

She pour'd a ſacred union on my head; 

Then thus proceeded: © Be thy muſe thy zeal, 

© Dare to be good, and all my joys reveal. 

While other pencils flatt'ring forms create, 

And paint the gaudy plumes that deck the great; 

While other pens exalt the vain delight, 


* Whoſe waſteful revel wakes the depth of night; 


Or others ſoftly ſing in idle lines, 

How Damon courts, or Amaryllis ſhines; 

More wiſely thou ſelect a theme divine, 

Fame is their recompence, but heav'n is thine. 
Peſpiſe the raptures of diſcarded fire, 

Where wine, or paſſion, or applauſe inſpire 

5 Low reſtleſs life, and ravings born of earth, 


Whoſe meaner ſubjects ſpeak their humble birth, 


OR THE VISION: 17 

Like working ſeas, that when loudwinters blow, 

Not made for riſing, only rage below. 

Mine is a warm and yet a laſting heat, 

More laſting ſtill, as more intenſely great, [breathe, 

Produc'd where pray'r, and. praiſe, and pleaſure 

And ever mounting whence it ſhot beneath. 

Unpaint the love, that hov'ring over beds, 

From glitt'ring pinions guilty pleaſure ſheds ; 

Reſtore the colour to the golden mines 

With which behind the feather'd idol ſhines; 

To flow'ry greens give back their native care, 

The roſe and lily, never his to wear; 

To ſweet Arabia ſend the balmy breath; 

Strip the fair fleſh, and call the phantom, Death; 

'His bow be fabled o'er, his ſhafts the ſame, 

'And fork and point them with eternal flame. 
«But urge thy pow'rs, thine utmoſt voice advance, 

Make the loud ſtrings againſt thy fingers dance; 

Tis love that angels praiſe, and men adore, 

Tis love divine that aſks it all and more. 

'Fling back the gates of ever-blazing day, 

Pour floods of liquid light to gild the way; 

And all in glory wrapt, thro' paths untrod 

Purſue the great unſeen deſcent of Gop! 

Hail the meek virgin, bid the child appear, 

The child is God! and call him IE sus here; 
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18 PIETY, 

He comes; but here to reſt? A manger's nigh, 

* Make the great'Being in a manger lie; 

Fill the wide ſky with angels on the wing, 

Make thouſands gaze, and make ten thouſand ſing; 

Let men afflit him, men he came to fave, 

And ſtill afflict him, till he reach the grave; 

Make him reſign'd, his loads of ſorrow meet, 

And. me, like Mary, weep beneath his feet; 

© T'll bathe my treſſes there, my pray'rs rehearſe, 

* And glide in flames of love along thy verſe. 
Ah! while 1 ſpeak, I feel my boſom ſwell, 

My raptures ſmother what J long to tell. 

© Tis God! a preſent Gop! thro! cleaving air 

<1 ſee the throne! I ſee the Jesvs there! 

Plac'd on the right; He ſhews the wounds he bore, 

(My fervours oft have won him thus before) 

How pleas'd he looks! my words havereach'd his eat 

e bids the gates unbar, and calls me near. 

she ceas'd. The cloud on which ſhe ſeem'd to tread, 

Its curls unfolded, and around her ſpread; 

Bright angels waft their wings to raiſe the cloud, 

And ſweep their ivory lutes, and ſing aloud ; 

The ſcene moves off, while all its ambient ſky 

Is tun'd to wondrous muſic as they fly; 

And ſoft the ſwelling ſounds of mulic grow, 

Andfaint their ſoftneſs, till they fail below. 
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My downy fleep the warmth of Phoebus broke, 

And while mythoughts were ſettling, thus I ſpoke, 
Thou beauteous viſion! on the ſoul impreſs'd, 
When moſt my reaſon would appear to reſt, 
Twas ſure with pencils dipt in various lights 
Some curious angel limn'd thy facred fights ; 
From blazing ſuns his radiant gold he drew, 
White moons the ſilver gave, and air the blue. 
Ill mount the roving winds expanded wing, 
And ſeek the ſacred hill, and light to ſing; 
(Tis known in Jewry well) Til make my lays 
Obedient to thy ſummons, ſound with praiſe. 

But till I fear, unwarm'd with holy flame, 

[ take for truth the flatt'ries of a dream; 
And barely wiſh the wondrous gift I boaſt, 
And faintly practiſe what deſerves it moſt. 

Indulgent LokD ! whoſegracious love diſplays 

Joy in the light, and fills the dark with eaſe; 
Be this, to bleſs my days, no dream of bliſs ; 
Or be, to bleſs the nights, my dreams like this, 
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HEAVENLY LOVE. 


OVE, lift me up upon thy golden wings, 
From this baſe world unto thy heavens hight, 
Where I may ſee thoſe admirable things, 
Which there thou workeſt by thy ſoveraign might, 


Far above feeble reach of earthly ſight, ] 
That I thereof an heavenly Hymn may ſing 

Unto the God of a high heavens King. It 

: ch (1 

Many lewd hain (ah woe is me A 8 L 

In praiſe of that mad fit, which fools call Love, IE 

I have in th' heat of youth made heretofore, [1 


That in light wits did looſe affection move. 
But all thoſe follies now I do reprove, 
And turned have the tenor of my ſtring, 

The heavenly praiſes of true Love to ſing. 


And ye that wont with greedy vain deſire, 

To read my fault, and wondring at my flame, 
To warm your ſelves at my wide ſparkling fire, 
Sith now that heat is quenched, quench my blame, 
And in her aſhes ſhroud my dying ſhame; 
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OF HEAVENLY LOVE. 21 
For who my paſſed follies now purſews, 
Begins his own, and my old fault renews, 


Eforethis world's great frame, in which all things 
Are now contain'd, found any becing-place, 

Ere flitting Time could wag his eyas wings 

About that mighty bound, which doth embrace 

The rolling Sphere, and parts their howres by ſpace, 

That high Eternal powre, which now doth move 
In all theſe things, mov'd in it ſelf by love. 


[tlov'd it ſelf, becauſe it ſelfwas fair; 

(For fair is lov'd;) and of it ſelf begot 

Like to it ſelf his eldeſt fon and heir, 

Eternal, pure, and void of ſinful blot, . 

The firſtling of his joy, in whom no jot 
Of loves diſlike, or pride was to be found, 
Whom he therefore with equal honor crown'd. 


With him he raign'd, before all time preſcribed, 
In endleſs glory and immortal might, 
Together with that third from them derived, 


Can comprehend, much leſs my trembling verſe, 
With equal words can hope it to reherſe. 


Moſt wiſe, moſt holy, moſt almighty ſpright, [wight 
Whoſe Kingdoms throne, no thoughts of earthly 
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Yet O moſt bleſſed Spirit, pure lamp of light, 
Eternal ſpring of grace and wiſedom true, 
Vouchſafe to ſhed into my barren ſpright, 
Some little drop of thy celeſtial dew, 
That may my rimes with ſweet infuſe embrew, | 
And give me words equal unto my thought, 
'To tell the marveils by thy mercy wrought. 


Yet being pregnant ſtill with powreful grace, 
And full of fruitful Love, that loves to get 
Things like himſelf, and to enlarge his race, 
His ſecond brood, though not of powre ſo great, 
Yet full of beautie, next he did beget 

An infinite increaſe of angels bright, 

All gliſtring glorious in their Maker's light. 


To them the heavens illimitable hight [hol 
(Not this round heaven, which we from hence be 
Adorn'd with thouſand lamps of burning light, 
And with ten thouſand gems of ſhining gold) 
He gave, as their inheritance to hold, 
That they might ſerve him in eternal bliſs, 
And be partakers of thoſe Joys of his, 


There they in their inal triplicities 
About him wait, and on his will depend, 
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Fither with nimble wings to cut the ſkies, 

When he them on his meſſages doth ſend, ; 
Or on his own drad preſence to attend, : 
Where they behold the glory of his light, | 


, And carol Hymns of love both day and night. 


Both day and night is unto them all one, 
For he his beams doth unto them extend, b. 
hat darkneſs there appeareth never none, ] 
Ne hath their day, ne hath their bliſs an end, j 
But there their termleſs time in pleaſure ſpend, v1 
Ne ever ſhould their happineſs decay, 
Had not they dar'd their Lord to diſobay. 


But Pride, impatient of long reſting peace, 

Did puff them up with greedy bold ambition, 

hat they 'gan caſt their ſtate how to increaſe 
Above the fortune of their firſt condition, 

ind fit in Gods own ſeat without commiſſion : 

The brighteſt Angel, even the child of light, 

Drew millions more againſt their God to fight. 


h' Almighty, ſeeing their ſo bold aſſay, 

indled the flame of his conſuming ire, 1 
\nd with his only breath them blew away F 
rom heaven's hight, to which they did aſpire, 0 
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To deepeſt hell, and lake of damned fire ; 


Where they in darkneſs and drad horror dwell, 
Hating the happy light from which they fell. Ibu 


| H 
So that next off-ſpring of the Maker's love, H 
Next to himſelf in glorious degree, H. 
Degenering to hate, fell from above In 


Through pride; (for pride and love may ill agree) 
And now of ſin to all enſample be: 
How then can ſinful fleſh it ſelf aſſure, 


Sith pureſt Angels fell to be impure? 


But that eternal fount of love and grace, 

Still flowing forth his goodneſs unto all, 

Now ſeeing left a waſte and empty place 

In his wide palace, through thoſe Angels fall, 

Caſt to ſupply the ſame, and to enſtall _ 
A new unknowen Colonie therein, [begin. 
W hoſe root from earth's baſe ground-work ſhould 


Therefore of clay, baſe, vile, and next to nought, Pe 

Let form'd by wondrous ſkill, and by his might; En 

According to an heavenly pattern wrought, . | 

Which he had faſhion'd in his wiſe foreſight, 

He man did make, and breath'd a living ſpright 4 
Into his face, moſt beautiful and fair, 
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Endew'd with wiſdom, riches heavenly rare. 


Such he him made, that he reſemble might 

Himſelf, as mortal thing immortal could; 

Him to be Lord of every living wight, 

He made by love out of his own like mould, 

In whom he might his mighty ſelf behold. 
ee For love doth love the thing belov'd to ſee, 
That like it {elf in lovely ſhape may be. 


But Man, forgetful of his Maker's grace, 

No leſs than Angels, whom he did enſew, 

Fell from the hope of promiſt heavenly place, 
Into the mouth of death, to ſinners dew, 

und all his off-ſpring into thraldom threw : 
Where they for ever ſhould in bonds remain, 
Of never dead, yet ever dying pain. 


ill the great Lord of Love, which him at firſt 
ade of meer love, and after liked well, 

deeing him lie like creature long accurſt, 

n that deep horror of deſpeired hell, 

im wretch in dool would let no longer dwell, 

„I But caſt out of that bondage to redeem, 

hi And pay the price, all were his debt extreem. 
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Out of the boſom of eternal bliſs, 
In which he raigned with his glorious fire, 
He down deſcended, like a moſt demiſs 
And abje& thrall, in fleſkes frail attire, 
That he for him might pay ſins deadly hire, 
And him reſtore unto that happy ſtate, 
In which he ſtood before his hapleſs fate. 


In fleſh at firſt the guilt committed was, 
J herefore in fleſh it muſt be ſatisfide: 
Nor ſpirit, nor Angel, though they man ſurpaſs 
16 Could make amends to God for man's miſguide, 
161 But only man himſelf, who ſelf did flide. 

1 So taking fleſh of ſacred Virgin's womb, 
For man's dear fake, he did a man become. 


And that moſt bleſſed body, which was born 

Without all blemiſh or reproachful blame, 

He freely gave to be both rent and torn 

Of cruel hands, who with deſpightful ſhame 

Reviling. him, that them moſt vile became, 
At length him nayled on a gallow tree, 
And flew the juſt, by moſt unjuſt decree. 

O huge and moſt unſpeakable impreſſion 

Of love's deep wound, that pierſt the pitious hart 
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Of that dear Lord with ſo entire affection, 


\nd ſharply launcing every inner part, 

Dolours of death into his ſoul did dart; 
Dooing him dye, that never it deſerved, 

To free his foes, that from his heaſt had ſwerved. 


What hart can feel leaſt touch of ſo ſore launch, 
Or thought can think the depth of ſodear wound? 
Vhoſe bleeding ſource their ſtreams yet never 
But ſtill do flow, and freſhly ſtill redound, [ſtaunchy 
o heal the ſores of ſinful ſouls unſound, 
And cleanſe the guilt of that infected crime, 
Which was enrooted in all fleſhly ſlime, 


) bleſſed well of love! Oflowre of grace! 

) glorious Morning ſtar! O lamp of light! 

ſoft lively Image of thy Father's face, 

ternal King of glory, Lord of might, 

leek Lamb of God before all worlds behight, 
How can we thee requite for all this good? 

Or what can prize that thy moſt precious blood? 


Yet nought thou aſk'ſt in lieu of all this love, 

But love of us, for guerdon of thy pan. 

Ay me! what can us leſs than that behove? 

Had he required life for us again, | 
D2 


28 ANHYMN 

Had it been wrong to aſk his own with gain ? : 
He gave us life, he it reſtored loſt ; 
Then life were leaſt, that us ſo little coſt, 


But he our life hath left unto us free, 
Free that was thrall, and bleſſed that was band; 
Ne ought demands, but that we loving be, 
As he himſelf have lov'd us afore-hand, 
And bound thereto with an eternal band, 
Him firſt to love, that was ſo dearly bought, 
And next, our brethren to his image wrought, 


Him firſt to love, great right and reaſon is, 
Who firſt to us our life and being gave; 
And after, when we fared had amils, 
Us wretches from the ſecond death did fave: 
And laſt, the food of life, which now we have, 
Even he himſelf in his dear facrament, 
Jo feed our hungry ſouls unto us lent. 


'Then next, to love our brethren, that were made 
Of that (elf mould and that ſelf Maker's hand, 
That we; and to the ſame again ſhall fade, 
Where they:ſhall have like heritage of land, 
How-ever here on higher ſteps we ſtand; 
Which alſo were with ſclf-ſame price redeemed 
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That we, how-ever of us light eſteemed. 


And were they not, yet ſith that loving Lord 
Commanded us to love them for his fake, 
Even for his ſake, and for his ſacred word, 
Which in his laſt bequeſt he to us ſpake, 
We ſhould them love, and with their needs partake; 
Knowing, that whatſoe're to them we give, 
We give to him, by whom we all do live. 


uch mercy he by his moſt holy reed 

nto us taught, and to approve it trew, 
Enſampled it by his moſt righteous deed, 
dhewing us mercy ( miſerable crew) 

hat we the like ſhould to the wretches ſhew, 
And love our brethren ; thereby to approve, 
How much himſclf that loved us, we love. 


hen rouze thy ſelf, O earth, out of thy ſoy], 

In which thou wallow'ſt like to filthy ſwine, 
and dooſt thy mind in durty pleaſures moyl, 
nmindful of that deareſt Lord of thine ; 

ift up to him thy heavy clouded eyn, 

That thou his ſoveraign bounty maiſt behold, 
And read through love his mercies manifold, 


© 
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Begin from firſt, where he encradled was 
In ſimple cratch, wrapt in a wad of hay, 
Between the toylful Oxe and humble Aſs, 
And in what rags, and in how baſe aray, 
The glory of our heavenly riches lay, 
When him the ſilly ſhepherds came to ſee, 


Whom greateſt Princes ſought on loweſt knee, 


From thence read on the ſtory of his life, 
His humble carriage, his unfaulty ways, 
His cancred foes, his fights, his toyl, his ſtrife, 
His pains, his poverty, his ſharp affaies, 
Through which he paſt his miſerable days, 
Offending none, and doing good to all, 
Yet being malic'd both of great and ſmall. 


And look at laſt, how of moſt wretched wights 
He taken was, betray'd, and falſe accuſed, 

How with moſt ſcornful taunts, and fell deſpights 
He was revil'd, diſgrac'd, and foul abuſed, 


How ſcourg d, how crown d, how buffeted, how bru- 
And laſtly, how 'twixt robbers crucifiede, ſed 
With bitter wounds, throgh hands, throgh fect, 


[throgh ſide 


Then let thy flinty hart that feels no pain, 
Empierced be with pitiful remorſe, 
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And let thy bowels bleed in every vain, 
At ſight of his moſt ſacred heavenly corſe, 
So torn and mangled with malicious force: 
And let thy ſoul, whoſe ſins his forrows wrought, 
Melt into tears, and grone in grieved thought. 


With ſenſe whereof, whilſt ſo thy foftned ſpirit 
Is inly toucht, and humbled with meek zeal, 


| Through meditation of his endleſs merit, 


Lift up thy mind to th' author of thy weal, 

And to his ſoveraign mercy do appeal; 
Learn him to love, that loved thee fo dear, 
And in thy breaſt his bleſſed Image bear. 


With all thy hart, with all thy ſoul and mind, 
Thou muſt him love, and his beheaſts embrace: 
All other loves, with which the world doth blind 
Weak fancies, and ſtir up affections baſe, 
Thou muſt renounce, and utterly diſplace, 

And give thy ſelf unto him full and free, 

That full and freely gave himſelf for thee. 


Then ſhalt thou feel thy ſpirit ſo poſſeſt, 
And raviſht with devouring great deſire 
Of his dear ſelf, that ſhall thy feeble breſt 
Inflame with love, and ſet thee all on fire 
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With burning zeal, through every part entire, 


That in no earthly thing thou ſhalt delight, 
But in his ſweet and amiable ſight. 


Thenceforth, all world's deſire will in thee dye, 
Andall earth's glory, on which men do gaze, 
Seem durt and droſs in thy pure- ſighted eye. 
Compar'd to that celeſtial beautie's blaze, 
Whoſe glorious beams all fleſhly ſenſe doth daze 
With admiration of their paſſing light, 
Blinding the eyes, and lumining the ſpright. 


Then ſhall thy raviſht ſoul inſpired be 

With heavenly thoughts, far above humane ſkill, 

And thy bright radiant eyes ſhall plainly ſee 

Th' Idee of his pure glory, preſent (till 

Before thy face, that all thy ſpirits ſhall fill 
With ſweet enragement of celeſtial love, 


Kindled through fight of thoſe fair things above, 
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HEAVENLY BEAUTY. 


_ with the rage of mine own raviſhtthought, 
Through contemplation of thoſe goodly ſights, 
And glorious images in heaven wrought, 
Whoſe wondrous beauty breathing ſweet delights, 
Do kindle love in high conceited ſprights: 

I fain to tell the things that I behold, 

But feel my wits to fail, and tongue to fold. 
Voves E then, O thou moſt Almighty Spright, 
rom whom all gifts of wit and knowledge flow, 

To ſhed into my breaſt ſome ſparkling light 
Of thine eternal Truth; that I may ſhow 
dome little beames to mortal eyes below, 
Of that immortal Beauty, there with thee, 
Which in my weak diſtraughted mind I ſee. 
[THAT with the glory of ſo goodly ſight, 
The harts of men, which fondly here admire 
Fair-ſeeming ſhews, and feed on vain delight, 
Tranſported with celeſtial deſire 
Of thoſe fair forms, may lift themſelves up higher, 
And learn to love with zealous humble dewty, 
Th' eternal fountain of that heavenly beauty. 
E. 


C3 


We. 


34. AN HYMN 


BEGINNING then below, with th' caſte view 

Of this baſe world, ſubje& to fleſhly eye, 

From thence to mount aloft by order dew, 

'To contemplation of th' immortal ſky. 

Of the ſoar Faulcon ſol learn to flye, 
That flags awhile here fluttering wings beneath, 
Till the her ſelf for ſtronger flight can breath. 

THEN look who liſt, thy gazeful eyes to feed 

With ſight of that is fair, look on the frame 

Of this wide Univerſe, and therein reed 

The endleſs kinds of creatures, which by name 

Thou canſt not count, much lefs their natures aim: 
All which are made with wondrous wiſe reſpect, 
And all with admirable beauty deckt. 

FI RSF th' earth, on Adamantine pillars founded, 

Amid the Sea, engirt with braſen bands; 

Then th' Air ſtill flitting, but yet firmly bounded 

On every ſide, with piles of flaming brands, 

Never conſum'd, nor quencht with mortal hands; 
Andlaſt, that mighty ſhining cryſtal wall, 
Wherewith he hath encompaſſed this All. 

By view whereof, it plainly may appear, 

That ſtill as every thing doth upward tend, 

And further is from earth, ſo ſtill more cleare 

And fair it grows; till to his perfect end 

Of pureſt beauty, it at laſt aſcend: + - 
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Ayr more than water, fire much more than ayr, 
And heaven than fire appears more pure and fair. 

Look thou no further, but affix thine eye, 

On that bright ſhiny round ſtill moving Maſs, 

The houſe of bleſſed Gods, which men call Skye, 

All ſow'd with gliſtring ſtars more thick than graſs, 

Whereof each other doth in brightneſs paſs; 
Butthoſe two moſt, which ruling night and day, 
As King and Queen, the heavens Empire ſway. 

AND tell me then, what haſt thou cver ſeen, 

That to their beauty may compared be, 

Or can the ſight thatis moſt ſharp and keen, 

Endure their Captains flaming head to ſce? 

How much leſs thoſe, much higher in degree, 
And ſo much fairer, and much more than theſe, 
As theſe are fairer than the Land and Seas? 

Fo, far above theſe heavens which here we ſee, 

Be others, far exceeding theſe in light, 

Not bounded, not corrupt, as theſe ſame be, 

But infinite in largeneſs and in hight, 

Unmoving, uncorrupt, and ſpotleſs bright, 
That need no Sun t' illuminate their ſpheres, 
But their own native light, far paſſing theirs. 

AN p as theſe heavens ſtill by degrees ariſe, 

Until they come to their firſt Mover's bound, 

| That in his mighty compaſs doth compriſe, 
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And carry all the reſt with him around ; 

So thoſe likewiſe do by degrees redound, 
And rife more fair, till they at laſt arrive 
To the moſt fair, whereto they all do ſtrive. 

Fa I x is the heaven, where happy ſouls have place, 

In full enjoyment of felicity, 

Whence they do ſtill behold the glorious face 

Of the divine eternal Majeſty: 

More fair is that, where thoſe Idees on hie 

Enranged be, which Plato fo admired, 

And pure Intelligences from God inſpired. 
YET fairer is that heaven, in which do raign 
The ſoveraign Powers and mighty Potentates, 
Which in their high protections do contain 
All mortal Princes, and imperial States; 
And fairer yet, whereas the royal Seats 

And heavenly Dominations are ſet, 

From whom all earthly governanceis fet. 

YET far more fair be thoſe bright Cherubins, 

Which all with golden wings are over-dight, 

And thoſe eternal burning Seraphins, 

Which from their faces dart out fiery light; 

Yet fairer than they both, and much more bright 

Be the Angels and Archangels, which attend 
On Gods own perſon, without reſt or end. 
THEsE thus in fair each other far excelling, 
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As to the higheſt they approach more near, 
Yet is that higheſt far beyond all telling, 
Fairer than all the reſt which there appear, 
Though all their beauties joyn'd together were: 
How then can mortal tongue hope to expreſs 
The Image of ſuch endleſs pet fectneſs? 
CEASE then my tongue, and lend unto my mind 
Leave to bethink how great that beauty is, 
Whoſe utmoſt parts ſo beautiful I find: 
How much more thoſe eſſential parts of his, 
His truth, his love, his wiſdom, and his bliſs, 
His grace, his doom, his mercy and his might, 
By which he lends us of himſelf a ſight. 
THosE unto all he daily doth diſplay, 
And ſhew himſelf in th' Image of his grace, 
As in a looking glaſs, through which he may 
Be ſeen, of all his creatures vile and baſe, 
That are unable elſe to ſee his face, 
His glorious face which gliſtereth elſe fo bright, 
That th' angels ſelves cannot endure his ſight. 
Bur we frail - wights, whoſe ſight cannot ſuſtain 
The ſun-bright beams, when he on us doth ſhine, 
But that their points rebutted back again 
Are dul'd; how can we ſee with feeble eyn, 
The glory of that majeſty divine; 
In ſight of whom both ſun and moon are dark, 
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Compared to his leaſt reſplendent ſpark? 
T E means therefore which unto us is lent 

Him to behold, is on his works to look, 
Which he hath made in beauty excellent, 
And in the ſame, as in a brazen book, Vit 
To read enregiſtred in every nook nc 
His goodneſs, which his beauty doth declare. 
For all that's good, is beautiful and fair. 
THENCE gathering plumes of perfect ſpeculation, 
To imp the wings of thy high flying mind, 
Mount up aloft through heavenly contemplation, 
From this dark world, w hoſe damps the ſoul do blinè 


Ard like the native brood of Eagles kind, a 
On that bright Sun of glory fix thine eyes, h 
Clear'd from groſs miſts of frail infirmitics. 1 

Huus LED with fear and awful reverence, CG 

Before the footſtool of his majeſty, T 


Throw thy ſelf down with trembling innocence, 
Ne dare look up with corruptible eye, 
On the drad face of that great Deitie, 
For fear, leaſt if he chance to look on thee, 
Ihou turn to nought, and quite confounded be. 
Bo r lowly fall before his mercy ſeat, 
Cloſe covered with the Lamb's integrity, 
From the juſt. wrath of his avenegful threat, 
Thar ſus upon the righteous throne on hie: 
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is throne is built upon Eternity, 
More firm and durable than ſteel or braſs, 
Orthe hard Diamond, which them both doth paſs. 
1s ſcepter is the rod of Rightcouſneſs, 
Vith which he bruſeth all his focs to duſt, 
nd the great Dragon ſtrongly doth repreſs, 
nder the rigour of his judgment jult : 
isſeatis Truth, to which the faithful truſt; [bright, 
From whence proceed her beams ſo pure and 
That all about him ſhedderh glorious light. 
1G6HT far exceeding that bright blazing ſpark, 
bich darted is from Titan's flaming head, 
hat with his beams enlumineth the dark 
he dark damp air, whereby all things are red: 
Whoſe nature yet ſo much is marvelled 
Of mortal wits, that it doth much amaze 
The greateſt wiſards, which thereon do gaze. 
vr that immortal light which there doth ſhine, 
many thouſand times more bright, more clear, 
lore excellent, more glorious, more divine, 
hrough which to God all mortal actions here, 
nd even the thoughts of men, do plain appear: 


e. 


ITH the great glory of that wondrous light, 
is throne is all encom paſſed around, 


For from th' eternal Truth it doth proceed, bree 1 
hrough heavenly vertue, which her beams do 
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And hid in his own brightneſs from the fight T 
Of all that look thereon with eyes unſound : re 


And underneath his feet are to be ſound Ar 

Thunder, and lightning, and tempeſtuous fire, $p 

The inſtrument of his avenging ire. Ar 
THERE in his boſome Sapience doth fit, . 
The ſoveraign dearling of the Deity, 0 
Clad like a Queen in royal robes, moſt fit 
For ſo great powre and peerleſs majeſty; W 
And all with gems and jewels gorgeoully _ 


Adorn'd, that brighter than the ſtars appear, 
And make her native brightneſs ſeem more clear. 
AND on her head a crown of pureſt gold 


Is ſet, in fign of higheſt ſoveraign, 
And in her hand a ſcepter ſhe doth hold, B 
With which ſhe rules the houſe of God on hie, WO 
And menageth the ever-moving ſky, H 
And in the ſame theſe lower creatures all, de 

_  Subjectedto her powre imperiall. H 
Bor H heaven and earth obey unto her will, 4 
And all the creatures which they both contain: 
For of her fulneſs which the world doth fill, H 
They all partake, and do in ſtate remain, P, 
As their great Maker did at firſt ordain, _ 0 


Through obſervation of her high beheaſt, * 
By which they firſt were made, and ſtill ĩinereaſt. A 
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Tux fairneſs of her face no tongue can tell, 

For ſhe, the Daughters of all Womens race, 

And Angels eke, in beauty doth excell, 

Sparkled on her from God's own glorious face, 

And more increaſt by her own goodly grace, 
That it doth far exceed all humane thought, 
Ne can on earth compared be to ought. 

Nx could that Painter (had he lived yet) 

Which pictur'd Venus with ſo curious quill, 
hat all poſterity admired it, 

Have purtray'd this, for all his maiſtring {kill ; 

Ne ſhe her ſelf, had ſhe remained ſtill, 

And were as fair as fabling wits do fain, 
Could once come near this beauty ſoveraign. 
BuT had thoſe wits, the wonders of their days, 

or that ſweet Teian Poet, which did ſpend 

His plentious vein in ſetting forth her praiſe, 

Seen but a glimſe of this, which I pretend, 

How wondrouſly would he her face commend, 
Above that Idole of his faining thought, 
Thatall the world ſhould with his rimes be fraught? 

How. then dare I, the novice of his Art, 

Preſume to picture ſo divine a wight, 

Or hope t'expreſs her leaſt perfections part, 

Whoſe beauty fills the heavens with her light, 

lt. And darks the earth with ſhadow of her ſight ? 
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Ah gentle Muſe, thou art too weak and faint, 
The pourtract of fo heavenly hew to paint. 
LET Angels, which her goodly face behold, 
And ſee at will, her foveraign praiſes ſing, - / 
And thoſe molt ſacred myſteries unfold, 
Of that fair love of mighty heaven's King. 
Enough is me t admire fo heavenly thing: 
And being thus with her huge love poſſeſt, 
In th' only, wonder of her ſelf to reſt. 
Bo x whoſo may, thrice happy man him hold, 
Of all on earth, whom God ſo much doth grace, 
And lets his own Beloved to behold: 
For in the view of her ccleſtial face, 
All joy, all blifs, all happineſs have place, 
Ne ought on earth can want unto the wight, 
Who of her felt can win the wiſhful ſight. 
FoR ſhe, out of her ſecret Treaſury, 
Plenty of riches forth on him will pour, 
Even heavenly riches, which there hidden lye 
Within the cloſet of her chaſteſt bowre, 
Th' eternal portion of her precious dowre, 
Which mighty God hath given to her free, 
And to all theſe which thereof worthy be. 
NoNE thereof worthy be, but thoſe whom ſhe 
Vouchſafeth to her preſence to receive, 
And lettcth them her lovely face to fee, 
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Whereof ſuch wondrous pleaſures they conceive, 
And.ſweet contentment, that it doth bereave 
Their ſoul of ſenſe, through infinite delight, 
And them tranſport from fleſh into the ſpright. 
In which they ſce ſuch admirable things, 
As carries them into an extaſie, 
And hear ſuch heavenly notes, and carolings 
Of God's high praiſe, that fills the braſen {ky, 
And feel ſuch joy and pleaſure inwardly, 
That maketh them all worldly cares forget, 
„And only think on that before them ſet. 
Ne from thenceforth doth any fleſhly ſenſe, 
Or idle thought of carthly things remain: 
But all that earſt ſeem'd ſweet, ſeems now offence, 
And all that pleaſed earſt, now ſeems a pain. 
Their joy, their comfort, their deſire, their gain, 
Is fixed all on that which now they ſee, 
All other fights but fained ſhadows be. 
Ny that fair lamp, which uſeth to enflame 
The harts of men with ſelf- conſuming fire, 
Thenceforth ſeems foul, and full of ſinful blame ; 
And all that pomp to which proud minds aſpire 
By name of honour, and ſo much deſire, 
Seems to them baſeneſs, and all riches droſs, 
And all mirth ſadneſs, and all lucre loſs. 
So full their eyes are of that glorious ſight, 
Fa 
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And ſenſes fraught with ſuch ſatietie, 

That in nought elſe on earth they can delight, 

But in th' aſpect of that felicitie, 

Which they have written in their inward eye; 
On which they feed, and in their faſt ned mind, 
All happy joy and full contentment find. 

Au then my hungry ſoul, which long haſt fed 

On idle fancies of my fooliſh thought, 

And with falſe beauties flattring bait miſled, 

Haſt after vain. decetifull ſhadows ſought, 

Which all arefled, and now have left thee nought, 
But late repentance through thy follies prief; 
Ahl ceaſe to gaze on matter of thy grief. 

AND look at laſt up to that ſoveraign light, 

From whoſe pure beams all perfect beauty ſprings, 

That kindleth love in every godly ſpright, 

Ev'n the true love of God, which loathing brings 
Of this vile world, and theſe gay-ſeeming things; 
With whoſe ſweet pleaſures being ſo poſſeſt, 

Thy ſtraying thoughts henceforth for ever reſt. 


Ir 


ADAM AND EVE's 


MORNING HYMN. 


1 Heſe are thy glorious works, parent of good, 

Almightie, thine this univerſal frame, 

Thus wondrous fair ; thy ſelf how wondrous then! 

Unſpeakable, who ſitſt above theſe heavens 

o us inviſible or dimly ſeen 

In theſe thy loweſt works, yet theſe declare 

t, Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and power divine: 
Speak yee who beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 

Angels, for yee behold him, and with ſongs 

\nd choral ſymphonies, day without night, 

Circle his throne rejoycing, yee in heav'n, 

On earth joyn all ye creatures to extoll 

Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without end. 

Faireſt of ſtarrs, laſt in the train of night, 

better thou belong not to the dawn, 

Sure pledge of day, that crownſt the ſmiling morn 

With thy bright circlet, praiſe him in thy ſpheare 

While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. 

Thou ſun, of this great world both eye and ſoule, 

\cknowledge him thy greater, ſound his praiſe 

In thy eternal courſe, both when thou climb(t,[fallſt, 

ind when high noon haſt gain'd, and when thou 
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Moon, that now meetſt the orient ſun, now fli'ſt 
With the fixt Starrs, fixt in their orb that flies, 
And yee five other wandring fires that move Lo 
In myſtic dance not without ſong, reſound 

His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light. 
Aire, and ye elements the eldeſt birth 

Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform ; and mix 

And nouriſh all things, let your ceaſleſs change 
Varie toour oreat maker ſtill new praiſe. 

Ye miſts and exhalations that now riſe 

From hill or ſteaming lake, duſkie or grey, 

'Fill the ſun paint your fleccie ſkirts with gold, 
In honour to the world's great author riſe, 
Whether to deck with clouds the uncolour'd ſkic, 
Or wet the thirſtie earth with falling ſhowers, 
Riſing or falling ſtill advance his praiſe. 

His praiſe ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe ſoft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
With every plant, in ſign of worſhip wave. 
Fountains and yee, that warble, as ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praiſe, 
Joyn voices all ye living ſouls, ye birds, 

That ſinging up to heaven gate aſcend, 

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praiſe ; 
Yee that in waters glide, and yee that walk 
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he earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep; 
itneſs if I be filent, morn or ceven, 
Lo hill, or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade 
ade vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe. 
ail univerſal Lord, be bounteous (till 
Io give us only good; and if the night 
aye gather'd aught of evil or conceal'd, 
iſperſe it, as now light diſpels the dark. 
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NNE day, whiles that my daily cares did ſleep, 
My ſpirit, ſhaking off her carthly priſon, 
Began to enter into meditation deep | 
Of things exceeding reach of common reaſon ; 
Such as this age, in which all good is geaſon, 
And all that humble is and mean debas'd, 
Hath brought forth in her laſt declining ſeaſon, 
Grief of good minds, to ſee goodnefs diſgrac d. 
On which when as my thought was throughly 
Unto my eyes ſtrange ſhows preſented were, | plac's 
Picturing that, which I in mind embrac'd, 
That yet thoſe fights empaſſion me full nere. 
Such as they were (fair lady) take in worth, | forth. 
That when time ſerves, may bring things bettet 
IN SUMMERS day, when Phoebus fairly ſhone, 
I ſaw a bull as white as driven ſnow, 
With gilden horns embowed like the Moon, 
In a freſh flowring meadow lying low: 
Up to his cars the verdant graſs did grow, 
And the gay flowres did offer to be eaten; 1 
Bur he with fatneſs ſo did over-flow 
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That he all wallowed in the weeds down beaten, 

Ne car'd with them his dainty lips to ſweeten: 
Till that a brize, a ſcorned little creature, 
Through his fair hide his angry ſting did threaten, 
And vext fo fore, that all his goodly feature, 
And all his plentious paſture nought him pleas'd: 

So by the ſmall, the great is oft diſeas'd. 
BESIDE the fruitful ſhore of muddy Nile, 
Upon a ſunny bank outſtretched lay 
In monſtrous length, a mighty crocodile, 
That cram'd with guiltleſs blood, and greedy pray 
Of wretched people travailing that way, 
Thought all things leſs than his diſdainful pride. 
ly aw, alittle bird, call'd tedula, 
c | he leaſt of thouſands which on earth abide, 
That forſt this hideous beaſt to open wide 
The grieſly gates of his devouring hell, 
And let him feed, as nature doth provide, 
Upon his jaws, that with black venim ſwell. 
Why then ſhould greateſt things the leaſt diſdain, 
Sith that ſo ſmall ſo mighty can conſtrain? 

THE kingly bird, that bears Jove's thunder-clap, 
One day did ſcorn the ſimple ſcarabee, 
Proud of his higheſt ſervice, and good hap, 
That made all other fowls his thralls to be: 

The ſilly fly, that no redreſs did ſee, 
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Spide where the cagle built his towring neſt, 
And kindling fire within the hollow tree, 
Burnt up his young ones, and himſelf diftreſt ; 
Ne ſuffred him in any place to reſt, 
But drove in Jove's own lap his egs to lay; 
Where gathering alſo filth him to infeſt, 
Forſt with the filth his cgs to fling away: 
For which when as the fowl was wroth, ſaid Jove, 
Lo how the leaſt the greateſt may reprove. 
TOWARD the ſea turning my troubled eye, 
I ſaw the fiſh (if fiſh I may it cleep) 
That makes the ſea before his face to fly, 
And with his flaggy fins doth ſeem to ſweep 
The fomy waves out of the dreadful deep, 
'The huge Leviathan, dame Nature's wonder, 
Making his ſport, that many makes to weep: 
A ſword-fiſh ſmall him from the reſt did ſunder, 
That in his throat him pricking ſoftly under, 
His wide abyſs him forced forth to ſpew, 
That all the ſea did roar like heaven's thunder, 
And all the waves were ſtain'd with filthy hew. e 
Hereby I learned have, not to deſpiſe, 
What-ever thing ſeems ſmall in common eyes. 
AN HIDEOUs Dragon, dreadful to behold, 
Whoſe back was arm'd againſt the dint of ſpear, 
With ſhields of braſs, that ſhone like burniſht gols, 
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And forkhed ſting, that death in it did bear, 
Strove with a ſpider, his unequal pear : 
nd bad defiance to hisenemy. 
he ſubtil vermin creeping cloſely near, 
Did in his drink ſhed poiſon privily ; 
Which through his entrails ſpreading diverſly, 
Made him to ſwell, that nigh his bowels burſt, 
ve, WAnd him enforſt to yield the victory, 
That did ſo much in his own greatneſs truſt. 
O how great vainneſs is it then to ſcorn 
The weak, that hath the ſtrong ſo oft forlorn ! 
HIGH on a hill a goodly cedar grew, 
Of wondrous length, and ſtraight proportion, 
That far abroad her dainty odours threw, 
Mongſt all the daughters of proud Libanon, 
Her match in beauty was not any one. 
Shortly, within her inmoſtpith there bred 
little wicked worm, perceiv'd of none, 
hat on her ſap and vital moiſture fed: 
Thenceforth her garland ſo much honoured 
degan to die, (O great ruth for the ſame) 
\nd her fair locks fell from her lofty head, 
hat ſhortly bald, and bared ſhe became. 
I, which this ſight beheld, was much diſmay'd, 
I Io ſee ſo goodly thing fo ſoon decay'd. 
och soo after this, I ſaw an Elephant, 
G2 


. 


ST 


52 VISIONS 


Adorn'd with bells and boſſes gorgeouſly, 
That on his back did bear (as batteilant) 
A gilden towre, which ſhone exceedingly ; 
That he himſelf through fooliſh vanity, 
Both for his rich attire and goodly form, 
Was puffed up with paſſing ſurquedry, 
And ſhortly gan all other beaſts to ſcorn. 
Till that a little ant, a filly worm, 
Into his noſtrilles creeping, ſo him pain'd, 
That caſting down his towres, he did deform 
Both borrowed pride, and native beauty ſtain'd. 
Let therefore nought that great is, therein glory,Win 
Sith ſo ſmall thing his happineſs may vary. A 
LOOKING far forth into the ocean wide, 
A goodly ſhip with banners bravely dight, | 
And flag in her top- gallant I eſpide, 
'Through the main fea making her merry flight: IO 


Fair blew the wind into her boſom right ; T 
And th' heavens looked lovely all the while, A 
T hat ſhe did ſeem to dance, as in delight, 

And at her own felicity did ſmile. T 
All ſuddainly there clove unto her keel P 
A little fiſh, that men call remora, E 


W hich ſtopt her courſe, and held her by the heel, 
That wind nor tide could move her thence away. 1A 
Strange thing me ſeemeth, that ſo ſmall a thing P 
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Should able be ſo great an one to wring. 
A MIGHTY Lyon, lord of all the wood, 
Having his hunger throughly fatisfide, 
With prey of beaſts, and ſpoil of living blood, 
Safe in his dreadleſs den him thought to hide: 


His ſternneſs was his praiſe, his ſtrength his pride, 


And all his glory in his cruel claws. 


I ſaw a waſp, that fiercely him defide, 
And bad him battail even to his jaws; 
Sore he him ſtung, that it the blood forth draws, 
And his proud heart is fill'd with fretting ire: 
In vain he threats his teeth, his tail, his paws; 
And from his bloody eyes doth ſparkle fire; 
That dead himſelf he wiſheth for deſpight. 
So weakeſt may annoy the moſt of might. 
WHAT time the Roman Empire bore the rain 
Of all the world, and floriſht moſt in might, 
The nations 'gan their ſoveraignty diſdain, 
And caſt to quit them from their bondage quight: 
So when all ſhrouded were in ſilent night, 
The Galls were, by corrupting of a maid, 
Poſſeſt nigh of the Capitol through ſlight, 
Had not a gooſe the treachery bewraid. 
If then a gooſe great Rome from ruin ſtaid, 
And Jove himſelf, the patron of the place, 
Preſery'd from being to his foes betraid, 
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Why do vain men mean things ſo much deface, 
Andin their might repoſe their moſt aſſurance, 
Sith nought on carth can challenge long endurance! 
WHEN theſe ſad ſights were over-paſt and gon, 
My ſpright was greatly moved in her reſt, 
With inward ruth and dear affection, 
To ſee ſo great things by ſo ſmall diſtreſt. 
Thenceforth I 'gan in my engrieved breſt 
To ſcorn all difference of great and ſmall, 
Sith that the greateſt often are oppreſt, 
And unawares do into danger fall. 
And ye, that read theſe ruines tragicall 
Learn by their loſs to love the low degree, 
And it that fortune chance you up to call 
To honour's ſeat, forget not what ye be: 
For he that of himſelf is moſt ſecure, 


Shall find his ſtate moſt fickle and unſure, 
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Res one day at my window all alone, 
So many ſtrange things happened me to ſee, 
As much it grieveth me to think thereon. 
At my right hand a hind appear'd to me, 
So fair as mote the greateſt God delite ; 
Two eager dogs did her purſue in chace, 
Of which the one was black, the other white: 
With deadly force ſo in their cruel race 
They pincht the haunches of that gentle beaſt, 
That at the laſt, and in ſhort time I ſpide, 
Under a rock where ſhe alas oppreſt, 
Fell ro the ground, and there untimely dide. 
Cruel death vanquiſhing ſo noble beauty, 
Oft makes me wail ſo hard a deſtiny. 
AFTER at ſea a tall ſhip did appear, 
Made all of heben and white ivory, 
The fails of gold, of ſilk the tackle were, 
Mild was the wind, calm ſeem'd the ſea to be, 
The ſky each where did ſhow full bright and fair; 
With rich treaſures this gay ſhip fraited was: 


\ 
< 
1 
| 


56 THE VISIONS 


But ſudden ſtorm did fo turmoil the air, 
And tumbled up the ſea, that ſhe (alas!) 

Strake on a rock, that under water lay, 

And periſhed paſt all recovery. 
O how great ruth and ſorrowful aſſay, 
Doth vex my ſpirit with perplexity, 
Thus in a moment to fee loſt and dround 
So great riches as cannot be found. 

THE heavenly branches did ] ſee ariſe 
Out of the freſh and luſty laurel tree, 
Amidſt the young green wood: of Paradiſe 
Some noble plant I thought my ſelf to ſee: 

Such ſtore of birds therein yſhrouded were, 
Chanting in ſhade their ſundry melody, 
That with their ſweetneſs I was raviſht nere. 
While on this laurel fixed was mine eye, 

The ſky 'gan every where to over-caſt, 
And darkned was the welkin all about, 
When ſudden flaſh of heavens fire out braſt, 
And rent this royal tree. quite by the root. 


Which makes me much and ever to complain: 


For no ſuch ſhadow ſhall be had again. 
WITHIN this wood, out of a rock did riſe 
A ſpring of water, mildly rumbling down, 
Where to approached not in any wiſe 
'The homely ſhepherd, nor the ruder clown; 
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But many Muſes, and the Nymphs withal, 
That ſweetly in accord did tune their voyce 
To the ſoft ſounding of the waters fall, 

That my glad heart thereat did much rejoyce. 
| But while therein I took my chief delight, 
I faw (alas!) the gaping earth devour 
The ſpring, the place, and all clean out of fight: 
Which yet aggrieves my heart even to this hour, 
| And wounds my ſoul with ruful memory, 
| To ſee ſuch pleaſures gone ſo ſuddenly. 
I saw a Phoenix in the wood alone, 
With purple wings, and creſt of golden hew ; 
Strange bird he was, whereby I thought anone, 
That of ſome heavenly wight I had the vew; 
Untile he came unto the broken tree, 
And to the ſpring, that late devoured was. 
What ſay I more? each thing at laſt we ſee 
Doth paſs away: the Phoenix there (alas!) 
Spying the tree deſtroid, the water dried, 
Himſelf ſmote with his beak, as in diſdain, 
And ſo forthwith in great deſpite he died: 
hat yet my heart burns in exceeding pain, 

For ruth and pity of ſo hapleſs plight. 

Olet mine eyes no more ſee ſuch a ſight. 

AT LAST, ſo fair a Lady did I ſpy, 

hat thinking yet on her, I burn and quake; 
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On herbs and flowres ſhe walked penſively, 
Mild, but yet love ſhe proudly did forſake: 

White ſeem'd her robes, yet woven ſo they were, 
As ſnow and gold together had been wrought. 
Above the waſte a dark cloud ſhrouded her, 

A ſtinging ſerpent by the heel her caught; 

Wherewith ſhe languiſht as the gather'd flowre, 
And well aſſur'd ſhe mounted up to joy. 

Alas, onearth fo nothing doth endure, 
But bitter grief and ſorrowfull annoy: 

Which make this life wretched and miſerable, 
TJoſſed with ſtorms of fortune variable. 

WHEN I beheld this tickle truſtleſs ſtate 

Of vain worlds glory, flitting to and fro, 
And mortal men tofled by troublous fate, 
In reſtleſs ſeas of wretchedneſs and vro, 
I with I might this weary life forgo, 
And ſhortly turn unto my happy reſt, 
Where my free ſpirit might not any more 
Be vext with ſights, that do her peace moleſt. 
And ye fair lady, in whoſe bountious breſt 
All heavenly grace and vertue ſhrined is, 
When ye theſe rimes do read, and view the reſt, 
Loath this baſe world, and think of heavens blis: 
And though ye be the faireſt of Gods creatures, 
Vet think, that death ſhall ſpoil your goodly features. 
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V choral hymns, harmonious lays, 
1 Sweetrulers of the lyric ſtring, 
Vhat God? what hero's godlike praiſe ? 
What mortal ſhall we ſing? 
Vith Jove, with Piſa's guardian god, 
Begin, O muſe, the Olympic ode. 
lcides, Jove's heroic ſon, 
The ſecond honours claims; 
ho, off ring up the ſpoils from Augeas won, 
ſtabliſh'd to his fire th' Olympic Games; 
here bright in wreaths of conqueſt Theron ſhone, 
Then of victorious Theron ſing! 
Vf Theron hoſpitable, juſt, and great! 
Fam'd Agrigentum's honour'd king, 
he prop and bulwark of her tow'ring ſtate ; 
righteous prince! whoſe flow'ring virtues grace 
he venerable ſtem of his illuſtrious race: 
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ANTISTROPHE HI. 
A race long exercis'd in woes 
E're, ſmiling o'er her kindred flood, 
The manſion of their wiſh'd repoſe, 
Their ſacred city ſtood; 
And through amaz'd Sicilia ſhone 
The luſtre of their fair renown. 
Thence, as the milder Fates decreed, 
In deſtin'd order born, 
Aufpicious hours with ſmoother pace ſucceed; 
While pow'r and wealth the noble line adorn, 
And public fayour, virtue's richeſt meed. 
O ſon of Rhea, god ſupreme! 
Whoſe kingly hands th' Olympian ſceptre wicl 
Rever'd on Alpheus, ſacred ſtream! 
And honour'd molt in Piſa's liſted field! 


Propitious liſten to my ſoothing ſtrain ! 


And to the worthy ſons their fathers rights maintau 


EPODE I, 
Peace on their future life, and wealth beſtow ; 
And bide their preſent moments calmly flow. 
'T he deed once done no'pow'r can abrogate, 
Not the great Sire of all things, time, nor fate, 
But ſweet oblivion of diſaſtrous care, | 
And good ſucceeding, may the wrong repair, 
Loſt in the brightneſs of returning day, 
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The gloomy terrors of the night decay; 
When Jove commands the ſun of joy to riſe, 
And opens into ſmiles the cloud-invelop'd ſkies, 
S TROPHE II. 
Thy hapleſs daughters' various fate 
This moral truth, O Cadmus, ſhows ; 
Who veſted now with Godlike ſtate 
On heav'nly thrones repoſe; 
And yet affliction's thorny road 
. In bitter anguiſh once they trod. 0 
„ But bliſs ſuperior hath eras'd 
The mem'ry of their woe; 
While Semele, on high Olympus plac'd, 
ict To heav'nly zephyrs bids her treſſes flow, 
Once by devouring lightnings all defac'd. 
There with immortal charms improv'd, 
Inhabitant of heav'n's ſerene abodes 
el She dwells, by virgin Pallas lov'd, 
Lov'd by Saturnius, father of the Gods; 
v; Lov'd by her youthful fon, whoſe brows divine, 
In twiſting ivy bound, with joy eternal ſhine, 
k ANTISTROPE I. 
ate, To Ino, goddeſs of the main, 
The fates an equal lot decree, 
all, Rank'd with old Ocean's Nereid train, 
Bright daughters of the ſea, 
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Deep in the pearly realms below, 
Immortal happineſs co know. 
But here our day's appointed end 
To mortals is unknown; 
Whether diſtreſs our period ſhall attend, 
And in tumultuous ſtorms our ſun go down, 
Or to the ſhades in peaceful calms deſcend. 
For various flows the tide of life, 
Obnoxious ſtill to fortune's veering gale; 
Now rough with anguiſh, care, and ſtrife, 
O'erwhelming waves the ſhatter'd bark aſſail: 
Now glide ſerene and ſmooth the limped ſtreams; 
And one the ſurface play Apollo's golden beams. 
| EPODE II. 
Thus, fate, O Theron, that with bliſs divine 
And glory once enrich'd thy ancient line, 
Again reverſing ev'ry gracious deed, 
Woe to thy wretched fires and ſhame decreed ; 
What time, encount'ting on the Phocian plain, 
By lucklefs Oedipus was Laius flain. 
To parricide by fortune blindly led, 
His father's precious life the hero ſhed ; 
Doom' d to fulfill the oracles of heav'n, [giv 
To Thebes ill deſtin d king by Pythian Phoebus 
| ©. __STROPHE 111. 
But with a fierce avenging eye 1 
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Erinnys the foul murder view'd, 


And bade his warring offspring die, 
By mutual rage ſubdu'd, 
Pierc'd by his brother's hatefull ſteel 
{| Thus haughty Polynices fell. 
Therſander, born to calmer days, 
Surviv'd his falling fire, 
In youthful games to win immortal praiſe; 
| Renown in martial combats to acquire, 
And high in pow'r th' Adraſtian houſe to raiſe. 
Forth from this venerable root 
Eneſidamus and his Theron ſpring ; 
For whom I touch my Dorian flute, 
For whom triumphant ſtrike my ſounding ſtring. 
Due to his glory is th' Aonian ſtrain, [plain. 
hoſe virtue gain'd the prize in fam'd Olympia's 
ANTISTROPHE III. 
Alone in fam'd Olympia's ſand 
The victor's chaplet 'T heron wore ; 
But with him on the Iſthmian ſtrand, 
On ſweet Caſtalia's ſhore, 
The verdant crowns, the proud reward 
5 Of victory his brother ſhar'd, 
Copartner in immortal praiſe, 
As warm'd with equal zeal 
The light-foot courſer's gen'rous breed to raiſe, 


ms: 


64 SECOND OLYMPIC ODE 
And whirl around the goal the fervid wheel. 
The painful ſtrife Olympia's wreath repays: 
But wealth with nobler virtue join'd 
The means and fair occaſions mult procure ; 
In glory's chace muſt aid the mind, 
Expence, and toil, and danger to endure ; 
With mingling rays they feed each other's flame 
And ſhine the brighteſt lamp in all the ſphere of fan 
| EPODE III. 
The happy mortal, who theſe treaſures ſhares, 
Well knows what fate attends his gen'rous cares 
Knows, that beyond the verge of life and light, 
In the fad regions of infernal night, 
The fierce, impracticable, churliſh mind 
Avenging Gods and penal woes ſhall find; 
Where ſtrick inquiring juſtice ſhall bewray 
The crimes committed in the realms of day. 
The impartial judge the rigid law declares, 
No more to be revers'd by penitence or pray'rs. 
STROPHE IV. 
But in the happy fields of light, 
Where Phoebus with an equal ray 
Illuminates the balmy night, 
And gilds the cloudlels day, 
In peacefull, unmoleſted joy, 


The good their ſmiling hours employ. 
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Them no unealy wants conſtrain 
To vex th' ungrateful ſoil, 


| To tempt the dangers of the billowy main, 
And break their ſtrength with unabating toil, 
| A frail diſaſtrous being to maintain. 


But in their joyous calm abodes, 
The recompence of juſtice they receive; 
And in the fellowſhip of Gods 


Without a tear eternal ages live. 


While baniſh'd by the fates from joy and reſt, 
{intolerable woes the impious ſoul infeſt. 


ANTISTROPHE IV. 
But they who, in true virtue ſtrong, 
The third purgation can cndure ; 
And keep their minds from fraudful wrong, 
And guilt's contagion pure ; 
'They through the ſtarry paths of Jove 
'To Saturn's bliſsful ſeat remove; 
Where fragrant breezes, vernal airs, 
Sweet children of the main, 
Purge the bleſt iſland from corroding cares, 
And fan the boſom of each verdant plain: 


Whoſe fertile ſoil immortal fruitage bears ; 


Trees, from whoſe flaming branches flow 
Array'd in golden bloom refulgent beams; 
. And flow'rs of golden hue, that blow 
Il 


— 
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On the freſh borders of their parent ſtreams. 
ITheſe by the bleſt in ſolemn triumph worn, 
Their unpolluted hands and cluſt ring locks adorn, 
EPODE IV. 

Such is the righteous will, the high beheſt 
Of Rhadamanthus, ruler of the bleſt; 
The juſt aſſeſſor of the throne divine, 
On which, high rais'd above all Gods, recline, 
Link'd in the golden bands of wedded love, 
The great progenitors of thund'ring Jove. 
'T here, in the number of the bleſt enroll'd, 
Live Cadmus, Peleus, heroes fam'd of old; 
And young Achilles, to thoſe iſles remov'd, 
Soon as, by I hetis won, relenting Jove approv'd: 
STROPHE V. 

Achilles, whoſe reſiſtleſs might 

Troy's ſtable pillar overthrew, 

Ihe valiant Hector, firm in fight, 

And hardy Cygnus flew, 

And Memnon, offspring of the morn, 

In torrid Mthiopia born — 

Yet in my well-ſtor'd breaſt remain 

Materials to ſupply 

With copious argument my moral ſtrain, 
Whoſe myſtic ſenſe the wiſe alone deſcry, 
Still to the vulgar ſounding harſh and vain. 


DO 
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He only, in whoſe ample breaſt 


Nature hath true inherent genius pour'd, 
The praiſe of wiſdom may contelt ; 
| Not they who, with loquacious learning ſtor'd, 
Like crows and chatt ring jays, with clam'rous cries 
Purſue the bird of Jove, that ſails along the ſkies. 
1 Arn :V. 

5 Come on! thy brighteſt ſhafts prepare, | 
And bend, O mule, thy ſounding bow; 
Say, through what paths of liquid air i 

Our arrows ſhall we throw? 
On Agrigentum fix thine eye, 
Thither let all thy quiver fly. 
And thou, O Agrigentum, hear, 

While with religious dread, 

And taught the laws of juſtice to revere, 

| To heav'nly vengeance | devote my head, 
If ought to truth repugnant now I ſwear, 

| Swear, that no ſtate revolving o'er i 

The long memorials of recorded days, | 
Can ſhew in all her boaſted ſtore 

A name to parallel thy Theron's praiſe; 1 

One to the acts of friendſhip fo inclin d, [kind. i 

do fam'd for bounteous deeds, and love of human | 

EPODE x. 
Yet hath obſtrep'rous envy ſought to drown 


I 2 


63 SECOND OLYMPIC ODE OF PINDAR, 


The goodly muſic of his ſweet renown ; 
While by ſome frantick ſpirits borne along 
To mad attempts of violence and wrong, 
She turn'd againſt him faction's raging flood, 
And ſtrove with evil deeds to conquer good. 
But who can number ev'ry ſandy grain 
Waſh'd by Sicilia's hoarſe reſounding main? 
Or who can Theron's gen'rous works expreſs, 
And tell how many hearts his bounteous virtues bleſ 
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\ Har- ever man he be, whoſe heavy mind 


With grief of mournful great miſhap oppreſt, 
Fit matter for his cares increaſe would find, 


le Let read the ruful plaint herein expreſt, 


Of one (I ween ) the wofulſt man alive; 

Even fad Alcyon, whoſe empierced breaſt, 
Sharp ſorrow did in thouſand pieces rive. 

zur whoſo elſe in pleaſure findeth ſenſe, 

Or in this wretched life doth take delight, 

Let him be baniſht far away from hence: 

Ne let the ſacred ſiſters here be hight, 

Though they of ſorrow heavily can ſing ; 

For even their heavy ſong would breed delight: 
But here no tunes, fave ſobs and grones ſhall ring. 
IN STEAD of them and their ſweet harmony, 
Let thoſe three fatal ſiſters, whoſe fad hands 
Do weave the direful threds of deſtiny, 

And in their wrath break of the vital bands, 
Approach hereto: and let thedreadful Queen 

Of darkneſs deep come from the Stygian ſtrands, 
And grifly ghoſts to hear this doleful teen. 


Moſt miſerable man: I did eſpie 
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IN GLOOMY evening, when the weary ſun, 
After his days long labour drew to reſt, 

And ſweaty ſteeds now having over-run 

The compaſt ſkie, gan water in the well, \n 
I walkt abroad to breath the freſhing air 
In-open fields, whoſe flowring pride oppreſt 
With. early froaſts, had loſt their beauty fair. 
THERE came unto my mind a troublous thought, 
Which daily doth my weaker wit poſſeſs, 

Ne lets it reſt, until it forth have brought 

Her long born infant, fruit of heavineſs 

Which ſhe conceived hath through meditation 
Of this worlds vainneſs, and lifes wretchedneſs, . 
That yet my ſoul it deeply doth empaſſion. 
50 a8 J muſed on the miſery 

In which men live, and I of many moſt, 


Where towards me a ſory wight did coſt, 
Clad all in black, that mourning did bewray, | 
And Jacobs ſtaff in hand devoutly croſt, 
Like to ſome pilgrim, come from far away. 

His careleſs locks, uncombed and unſhorn, 
Hung long adown, and beard all over-grown, 
That well he ſeem'd to be ſome wight forlorn; 
Down to the earth his heavy eyes were thrown 
As loathing light: and ever as he went, 


AN ELEGY. 71 
He ſighed oft, and inly deep did grone, 

\s if his hart in pieces would have rent. 
approaching nigh, his face J viewed nere, 

und by the ſemblant of his countenance, 

ſe ſeem'd 1 had his perſon ſeen elſewhere, 

loſt like Alcyon ſeeming at a glaunce 

\Icyon he, the jolly ſhepherd ſwain, 

That wont full merrily to pipe and daunce, 

And fill with pleaſance every wood and plain. 

ET HALF in doubt, becauſe of his diſguiſe, 
ſoftly ſaid, Alcyon? there-withall 

e lookt aſide as in diſdainful wile, 

let ſtayed not: till J again did call. 

[hen turning back, he ſaid with hollow ſound, 
ho is it, that doth name me, woful thrall, 

he wretchedſt man that treads this day on ground 
NE, whome like wofulneſs impreſſed deep, 

ath made fit mate thy wretched caſe to hear, 
\nd given like cauſe with thee to wail and weep: 
tief finds ſome caſe by him that like does bear. 
hen ſtay Alcyon, gentle ſhepherd ſtay 

Quoth I) till thou have to my truſty car 
ommitted, what thee doth ſo ill apay. 

EASE fooliſh man (ſaid he half wrothfully) 

a o ſeek to hear that which cannot be told: 

or the huge anguiſh, which doth multiply 
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My dying pains, no tongue can well unfold: IN 
Ne dol care, that any ſhould bemone N 
My hard miſhap or any weep that would, | 


But ſeek alone to weep, and dye alone. 

THEN be it ſo, quoth I, that thou art bent 

To die alone, unpitied, unplained, 

Yetere thou die it were convenient 

To tell the cauſe, which thee thereto conſtrained: 
Leaſt that the world thee dead, accuſe of guilt, 
And ſay, when thou of none ſhalt be maintained, 
That thou for ſecret crime thy blood halt ſpilt. 
WH o life does loath, and longs to be unbqund 
From the ſtrong ſhackles of frail fleſh, quoth he, 

| Nought cares at all, what they that live on ground 
Deem the occaſion of his death to be: 

Rather deſires to be forgotten quight, 

Then queſtion made of his calamity. 

For harts deep ſorrow hates both life and light. 
YET $SITH ſo much thou ſeem'ſt to rue my grief, 
And car'ſt for one that for himſelf cares nought, 
(Sign of thy love, though nought for my relief: 
For my relief exceedeth living thought) 

J will to thee this heavy caſc relate. 

'Then harken well till it to end be brought, 

For never didſt thou hear more hapleſs fate. 
Whilome I us'd (as thou right well dooſt know) Ir 


/ 
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My little flock on weſtern-downs to keep, 


And flowrie banks with filver liquor ſteep: 
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Nor far from whence Sabrina's ſtream doth flow, 


Nought car'd I then for worldly change or chaunce; 


For all my joy was on my gentle ſheep, 

And to my pipe to caroll and to daunce. 

1T THERE befell, as I the fields did range 
Fearleſs and free, a fair young lioneſs, 

White as the native roſe before the change, 
Which Venus' blood did in her leaves impreſs, 
[ ſpied playing on the graſſie plain 

Her youthful ſports and kindly wantonneſs, 
That did all other beaſts in beauty ſtain. 

uu was I moved at ſo goodly ſight, 

Whoſe like before, mine eye had ſeldom ſeen, 
And gan to caſt, how J her compaſs might, 
And bring to hand, that yet had never been: 
do well I wrought with mildneſs and with pain, 
That I her caught diſporting on the green, 


1 
nd 


\ND afterwards, I handled her ſo fair, 
hat though by kind ſhe ſtout and ſalvage were, 
ror being born an ancient lion's heir, 
ind of the race, that all wild beaſts do fear; 
et L her fram'd and wan ſo to my bent, 
hat ſhe became ſo meek and mild of chear, 
K 


OW | 


ind brought away faſt bound with ſilver chain. 


I found miſcarried or in plain or wood. 
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As the leaſt lamb in all my flock that went. 
FOR ſhe in ficld, where-ever I did wend, 
Would wend with me, and wait by me all day: 
And all the night that I in watch did ſpend, 
If cauſe requir'd, or elſe in ſleep, if nay, 

She would all night by me or watch or ſleep; 
And cvermore when I did ſleep or play, 

She of my flock would take full wary keep, 
SAFE then and ſafeſt were my lilly ſheep, 
Ne fear'd the wolf, ne fear'd the wildeſt beaſt ; 
All were IJ drown'd in careleſs quiet deep: 
My lovely lioneſs without beheaſt 

So carcful was for them, and for my good, 
That when I waked, neither moſt nor leaſt 
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OFT DID the ſhepherds, which my hap did hear, 
And oft their laſſes, which my luck envide, 
Daily reſort to me from far and near, 

To ſce my lioneſs, whoſe praiſes wide | 

Were ſpred abroad; and when her worthineſs 
Much greater than the rude report they tride, 
They her did praiſe, and my good fortune bleſs. IS. 


— — — yo > — — — © 
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LONG thus J joyed in my happineſs, # 
And well did hope my joy would have no end: FT 
But oh! fond man, that in world's fickleneſs 1. 


Repoſedſt hope, or weenedſt her thy friend, T 
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That glories moſt in mortal miſeries, 
And daily doth her changeful counſels bend 
To make new matter, fit for tragedies. 
70R whilſt I was thus without dread or doubt, 
A cruel Satyre with his murdrous dart, 
Greedy of miſchief, ranging all about, 
Gave her the fatal wound of deadly ſmart: 
And reft from me my ſweet companion, 
And reft from me my love, my life, my heart : 
My lioneſs (ah woe is me) is gone! 
oUT OF the world thus was ſhe reft away, 
Out of the world, unworthy ſuch a ſpoyl; 
And born to heaven, for heaven a fitter prey: 
Much fitter than the lyon, which with toyl 
Alcides flew, and fixt in firmament: 
Her now I ſeek throughout this earthly ſoy], 
And ſeeking miſs, and miſſing do lament. 
THEREWITH hegan afreſh to wail and weep, 
That I for pity of his heavy plight, 
Could not abſtain mine eyes with tears to ſteep: 
But when I ſaw the anguiſh of his ſpright 
ſs. NSome deal alay'd, I him beſpake again; 
Certes Alcyon, painful is thy plight, 
That it in me breeds almoſt equal pain. 
YET doth not my dull wit well underſtand 
That riddle of thy loved lioneſs ; 
K 2 


76 DAPHNAIDA: 
For rare it ſeems in reaſon to be ſkand, = 


That man, who doth the whole world's rule poſſeſs, he 
Should to a beaſt his noble hart embaſe, 


Ur \ 
And be the vaſlal of his vaſlaleſs: f py 
Therefore more plain aread this doubtful caſe. he 
THEN ſighing fore, Daphne thou knew'ſt,quoth he, Met 1 


She now is dead; ne more endur'd to ſay: 

But fell to ground for great extremity, 

That I beholding it, with deep diſmay 

Was much appal'd, and lightly him uprearing, 
Revoked life, that would havefled away, 

All were my ſelf through grief in deadly drearing. 
'Then gan I him to comfort allmy beſt, 

And with mild counſail ſtrove to mitigate 


'The ſtormy paſlion of his troubled breſt; 


0 4 
But he thereby was more empaſſionate: he 
As ſtubborn ſteed, that is with curb reſtrained, nd 


Becomes more fierce and fervent in his gate, 

And breaking forth at laſt, thus dearnly plained; 
I.WH AT man henceforth that breatheth vital air, 

Will honour heaven, or heavenly powers adore ? 

Which ſo unjuſtly do their judgments ſhare 

Mongſt earthly wights, as to afflict ſo ſore 

The innocent, as thoſe which do tranſgreſs, 

And do not ſpare the beſt or faireſt, more 

Than worſt or fowleſt, but do both oppreſs. 
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r THIS be right, why did they then create 
hc world fo fair, fith fairneſs is neglefted ? 
r why be they themſelves immaculate, 

f pureſt things be not by them reſpected: 
he fair, ſhe pure, moſt fair, moſt pure ſhe was, 
„Jet was by them as thing impure rejected: 

[ct ſhe in pureneſs, heaven it ſelf did paſs. 

x PURENESS and in all celeſtial grace, 
hat men admire in goodly womankind 

he did cxcell. and ſcem'd of angels race, 

ing on carth like angel new divin'd, 

Idorn'd with wiſdom and with chaſtity, 

Ind allthe dowries of anoble mind, 

V hich did her beauty much more beautifie, 

o AGE hath bred ( ſince fair Aſtrea left 

he ſinful world) more vertue in a wight: 
nd when ſhe parted hence, with her ſhe reft 


ell may the ſhepherd laſſes now lament, 
or double loſs by her hath on them light; 
0 loſe both her and bounties ornament. 

E LET Elifa, royal ſhepherdeſs, 

he praiſes of my parted love envy, 

or ſhe hath praiſes in all plentiouſneſs, 
dur d upon her, like ſhowers of Caſtaly 
her own ſhepherd, Colin her ſhepherd, 


all, 
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rat hope; and rob'd her race of bounty quight: 
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That her with heavenly hymns doth deifie, 
Of ruſtick muſe full hardly to be better d. 
SHE is the roſe, the glory of the day, 
And mine the primroſe in the lowly ſhade, 
Mine, ah! not mine; amiſs J mine did ſay: [ET 
Not mine, but his, which mine awhile her made: be 
Mine to be his, with him to live for aye: 
O that ſo fair a flowre ſo ſoon ſhould fade, 
And through untimely tempeſt fall away, 
SHE fell away in her firſt ages ſpring, 
Whilſt yet her leaf was green, and freſh her rind, 
And whilſt her branch fair bloſſoms forth did bring 
She fell away againſt all courſe of kind: 
For age to dye is right, but youth is wrong; pf 
She fell away like fruit blown down with wind: 
Weep ſhepherd, weep, to make my underſong. 
2. WHAT hart ſo ſtony hard, but that would we! 
And pour forth fountains of inceſſant tears? 
What Timon, but would let compaſſion creep R 
Into his breaſt, and pierce his froſen ears? bur 
In ſtead of tears, whoſe brakiſh bitter well Iba 
J waſted have, my heart blood dropping wears, h 
To think to ground how that fair bloſſom fell. pr v 
YET fell ſhe not, as one enforc'd to dye, ow; 
Ne dyed with dread and grudging diſcontent, ly 
But as one toyl'd with travel, down doth lye, 0 
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o lay ſhedown, as if to ſleep ſhe went, 

nd clos'd her eyes with careleſs quietneſs; 
The whiles ſoft death away her ſpirit hent, 
\nd ſoul aſſoyl'd from ſinful fleſhlineſs. 

Er ere that life her lodging did forſake, 

She all reſolv'd, and ready to remove, 

alling to me (ay me!) this wiſe beſpake; 
Ucyon, ah! my firſt and lateſt love, 

m why does my Alcyon weep and mourn, 
Ind grieve my ghoſt, that ill mote him behove, 
ls if to me had chaunſt ſome evil tourn? 
,SITH the meſſenger is come for me, 

hat ſummons ſouls unto the bridale feaſt 

If his great Lord, muſt needs depart from thee, 
And ſtraight obey his ſoveraign beheaſt: 

hy ſhould Alcyon then ſo fore lament, 

hat J from miſery ſhould be releaſt, 

ind freed from wretched long impriſonment? 
Uk days are full of dolour and diſeaſe, 

Dur life afflicted with inceſſant pain, 

| hat nought on earth may leſſen or appeaſe, 
Vhy then ſhould I deſire here to remain? 

r why ſhould he that loves me, ſorry be 

or my deliverance, or at all complain 

ly good to hear, and toward joys to ſee? 

e, Neo, and long deſired have to go, 
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Igo with gladneſs to my wiſhed reſt, 
Whereas no world's ſad care, nor waſting woc 
May come, their happy quiet to moleſt, 
But ſaints and angels in celeſtial thrones 
Eternally him praiſe, that hath them bleſt; 
There ſhall I be amongſt thoſe bleſſed ones. 
YET crel go, a pledge I leave with thee 
Of the late love, the which betwixt us paſt, 
My young Ambroſia, in licu of me 
Love her: ſo ſhall our love for ever laſt. 
Thus dear adieu, whom I expect ere long. 
So having ſaid, away ſhe ſoftly paſt: 
Weep ſhepherd, weep, to make mine underſong. 
3. so OFT as record thoſe piercing words, {Wan 
Which yet are deep engraven in my breſt, An 
And thoſe laſt deadly accents, which like ſwords 
Did wound my hart, and rend my bleeding cheſt, Nh 
With thoſe ſweet ſugred ſpeeches do compare, 
The which my ſoul firlt conquer'd and poſſeſt, 
The firſt beginners of my endleſs care; | 
AND when thoſe pallid cheeks and aſhic hew, n 
In which ſad Death his portraiture had writ, 
And when thoſe hollow eyes and deadly view, 
On which the cloud of ghaſtly night did ſir, 
I match with that ſweet ſmile, and chearful brov 
Which all the world ſubdued unto it; 
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How happy was I then, and wretched now? 
now happy was I, when I ſaw her lead 
The ſhepherds daughters dauncing in a round? 
How trimly would ſhe trace and ſoftly tread 
The tender graſs with roſie garland crown'd? 
And when ſhe liſt advaunce her heavenly voice, 


Both nymphs and muſes nigh ſhe made aſtown'd, 

And flocks and ſhepherds cauſed to rejoyce. 

zur now ye ſhepherd laſſes, who ſhall lead 

Tour wandring troups, or ſing your virelayes? 

Or who ſhall dight your bowres, ſith ſhe is dead 

That was the lady of your holy days? 

et now your bliſs be turned into bale, 

And into plaints convert your joyous plays, 

And with the ſame fill every hill and dale. 

LET bagpipe never more be heard to'ſhrill, 

That may allure the ſenſes to delight; 

e ever ſnepherd ſound his oaten quill 

Unto the many, that provoke them might 

Lo idle pleaſance: but let ghaſtlineſs 

And dreary horror dim the chearful light, 

10 make the image of true heavineſs. 

LET birds be ſilent on the naked ſpray, 

ind ſhady woods reſound with dreadful yells: 

royet ſtreaming floods their haſty courſes ſtay, 

ind parching drouth dry up the cryſtal wells; 
L 


ö 
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Let th' earth be barren and bring forth no flowres, 


And th' air be fill'd with noiſe of doleful knells, A 
And wandring ſpirits walk untimely howres. 1 
AND nature, nurſe of ev'ry living thing, = 
Let reſt herſelf from her long wearineſs, 8. 
And ceaſe henceforth things kindly forth to bring, 7 
But hideous monſters full of uglineſs: = 


For ſhe it is, that hath me done this wrong, 
No nurſe, but ſtepdame, cruel, mercileſs, 
Weep ſhepherd, weep, to make my underſong. 

4. My little flock, whom earſt J lov'd fo well, 
And wont to feed with fineſt graſs that grew, 
Feed ye henceforth on bitter aſtrophel, 

And ſtinking ſmallage, and unſavery rew ; 

And when your max are with thoſe weeds corrupted 
Be ye the pray of wolves: ne will I rew, 

That with your carkaſles wild beaſts be glutted. 
NE WORSE to you my lilly ſheep I pray, 

Ne ſorcr vengeance wiſh on you to fall 


Than to my ſelf, for whoſe confus'd decay ® 
To careleſs heavens I do daily call: | | V. 
But heavens refuſe to hear a wretches cry, 
And cruel death doth ſcorn to come at call, ſy 


Or grant his boon that moſt deſires to dye. ; 
THE good and righteous he away doth take, 
To plague th' unrighteous which alive remain: 


ted 
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But the ungodly ones he doth forſake, 
By living long to multiply their pain: 
Elſe ſurely death ſhould be no puniſhment, 
As the great judge at firſt did it ordain, 


But rather riddance from long languiſhment. 


For worthy of a better place was ſhe: 

But me unworthy willed hereto ſtay, 

That with her lack 1 might tormented be. 

Sith then they ſo have ord'red, I will pay 
Penance to her, according their decree, 

And to her ghoſt do ſervice day by day. 

rox I will walk this wandring pilgrimage, 
hroughout the world from one to other end, 
And in affliction waſte my bitter age. 

My bread ſhall be the anguiſh of my mind, 

My drink the tears which from mine eyes do rain, 
ly bed the ground that hardeſt J may find; 

do will I wilfully increaſe my pain. 

AND ſhe my love that was, my faint that is, 
When ſhe bcholds from her celeſtial throne 
In which ſhe joyeth in eternal bliſs ) 

My bitter penance, will my caſe bemone, 

And pity me that living thus do die: 

or heavenly ſpirits have compaſſion 

Un mortal men, and rue their miſery. 


1.2 


THEREFORE my Daphne they have tane away; 


84 DAPHNAIDA: 
SO WHEN I have with ſorrow ſatisfide *: 


Th' importune fates, which vengeance on me ſcck, i 


put 
And th' heavens with long languor pacifide, In. 


She for pure pity of my ſufferance meek, h. 
Will ſend for me; for which I daily long, | h: 
And will tell then my painful penance eke: he 


Weep ſhepherd, weep, to make my underſong. WM h: 
5. HENCEFORTH I hate whatever nature made b: 

And in her workmanſhip no pleaſure find: 

For they be all but vain, and quickly fade. 

So ſoon as on them blows the northern wind, 

They tarry not, but flit and fall away, 

Leaving behind them nought but grief of mind, 

And mocking ſuch as think they long will ſtay. 

IHaArTE the heaven, becauſe it doth with-hold 

Me from my love, and eke my love from me; 

I hate the earth, becauſe itis the mould 

Of fleſhly ſlime, and frail mortality; 

I bate the fire, becauſe to nought it flyes, 

J hate the air, becauſe ſighs of it be, 

I hate the ſea, becauſe it tears ſupplyes. 

I HATE the day, becauſe it lendeth light 

To ſee all things, and not my love to ſee; 

J hate the darkneſs, and the dreary night, 

Becauſe they breed fad balefulneſs in me: 

I hate all times, becauſe all times do fly 


do 
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do faſt away, and may not ſtayed be, 
But as a ſpeedy poſt that paſſeth by. 
[HATE to ſpeak, my voice is ſpent with crying: 
hate to hear, lowd plaints have dul'd mine ears: 
hate to taſte, for food with-holds my dying: 
hate to ſee, mine eyes are dim'd with tears: 
| hate to ſmell, no ſweet on earth iis left: 

hate to feel, my fleſh is numb'd with fears: 
zo all my ſenſes from me are bereft. 
HATE all men, and ſhun all womankind; 
The one, becauſe as I they wretched are: 
The other, for becauſe I do not find 
My love with them, that wont to be their ſtar: 
and life I hate, becauſe it will not laſt, 
and death I hate, becauſe it life doth mar, 
And all I hate, that is to come or paſt. 
$0 ALL the world, and all in it J hate, 
Becauſe it changeth ever to and fro, 
And never ſtandeth in one certain ſtate, 
But ſtill unſtedfaſt, round about doth go, 
Like a mill wheel, in midſt of miſery, | 
Driv'n with ſtreams of wretchedneſs and woe, 
That dying lives, and living till does dye. 
$0 po I live, ſo do J daily dye, 
And pine away in ſelf-conſuming pain: 
ith ſhe that did my vital powres ſupply, 


86 DAPHNAIDA: 
And feeble ſpirits in their force maintain 
Is fetcht fro me, why ſeek I to prolong 
My weary days in dolour and diſdain ? 


Weep ſhepherd, weep, to make my underſong. 


6. WH x do I longer live in life's deſpight, 
And do not dye then in deſpight of death? 
Why do I longer ſee this loathſom light, 
And do in darkneſs not abridge my breath, 
Sith all my ſorrow ſnould have end thereby, 
And cares find quiet; is it ſo uneath 
To leave this life, or dolorous to dye ? 

TO LIVE I find it deadly dolorous; 

For life draws care, and care continual woe: 
Therefore to dye muſt needs be joyeous, 
And wiſhful thing this ſad life to forgoe. 
But I muſt ſtay; I may it not amend, 

My Daphne hence departing bad me ſo, 

She bad me ſtay, till ſhe for me did fend. 
YET whilſt Jin this wretched vale do ſtay, 
My weary feet ſhall ever wandring be, 

That (till I may be ready on my way, 

When as her meſſenger doth come for me: 
Ne will I reſt my feet for feebleneſs, | 
Ne will I reſt my lims for frailty, 

Ne will I reſt mine eyes for heavineſs. 


BUT as the Mother of the Gods, that ſought 
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or fair Eurydice her daughter deer 


o will I travel whilſt L tarry here, 

Ne will I lodge, ne will I ever lin, 

Ne when as drouping Titan draweth neer, 

To looſe his teem, will I take up my inn: 

Ne ſleep (the harbenger of weary wights ) 
Shall ever lodge upon mine eye-lids more; 
(eſhall with reſt refreſh my fainting ſprights, 
Nor falling force to former ſtrength reſtore: 
But I will wake and ſorrow all the night 

With Philumene, my fortune to deplore, 

With Philumene, the partner of my plight. 
And ever as ſee the ſtar to fall, 

And under ground to goe, to give them light 
hich dwell in darkneſs, I to mind will call, 
ow my fair ſtar (that ſhin'd on me ſo bright) 
ell ſuddainly, and faded under-ground; 

ince whoſe departure, day is turn'd to night, 
nd night without a Venus ſtar is found. 

UT ſoon as Day doth ſhew his dewie face, 
nd calls forth men unto their toylſom trade, 
will withdraw me to ſome darkſom place, 

r ſome deer cave, or ſolitary ſhade ; 

here will I ſigh, and ſorrow all day long, 

nd the huge burden of my cares unlade: 


hroughout the world, with woful heavy thought; 


— 


n "= - * 
— —— 
— 


* 
— . = A 
— Som os - + .7 7 21 
— CO I — —̃ —R 
— e AX. 


— 


— m — 


9 " 
» — - 8 — 7 2 * * 
: E . . Wal. <4 4 — N ar IN — 1 . 
—— r 2 — A» £- — 2 r - 8 = , : PR” 
— > tom q , __ — Sp Melia. 1 — 8 . N 
_ . ä — — ? — 22 8 2 
- Go, -& <4 - _— 2 . 
tr " - - — ho a - — 


— 
apt; 
. —— —- — 
a. DO. -*. 
- . 


33 DAPHNAID A! 


Weep ſhepherd, weep, to make my underſong. 
7. HENCEFORTH mine eyes ſhall never more be 

Fair things on earth, ne feed on falſe delight | hol 

Of ought that framed is of mortal mould, 

Sith that my faireſt flower is faded quight: 

For all I ſee is vain and tranſitory, 

Ne will be held in any ſtedfaſt plight, 

But in a moment loſe their grace and glory. 

AND ye fond men, on fortune's wheel that ride, 

Or in ought under heaven repoſe aſſurance, 

Be it riches, beauty, or honour's pride: 

Be ſure that they ſhall have no long endurance, 

But ere ye be aware will flit away; 

For nought of them is yours, but th' only uſance 

Of a ſmall time, which none aſcertain may. 

AND ye true lovers, whom deſaſtrous chaunce 

Hath far exiled from your ladies grace, 

To mourn in ſorrow and fad ſufferance, 

When ye do hear me in that deſert place, 

Lamenting loud my Daphne's elegy, 

Help me to wail my miſerable caſe, 

And when life parts, vouchſafe to cloſe mine eye. 

AND ye more happy lovers, which enjoy 

The preſence of your deareſt loves delight, 

When ye do hear my ſorrowful annoy, 


Yet pity me in your empaſſion'd ſpright, 


ANELEGY. 3g 
And think that ſuch miſhap, as chaunſt to me, i 
lay happen unto the moſt happy wight; j 
For all mens ſtates alike unſtedfaſt be. 
vp ye my fellow ſhepherds, which do feed 
Your careleſs flocks on hills and open plains, 
Mith better fortune, than did me ſucced; 
Remember yet my undeſerved pains: - 
nd when ye hear that Lam dead or ſlain, 
Lament my lot, and tell your fellow ſwains; 
That fad Alcyon dyedin lifes diſdain. 
vp ye fair damſels, ſhepherds dear delights, 
That with your loves do their rude harts poſſeſs, 
When as my hearſe ſhall happen to your ſights, 
Vouchſafe to deck the ſame with cypareſs ; 
And ever ſprinkle brackiſt tears among, 
In pity of my undeſerv'd diſtreſs, 
The which I wretch endured have thus long, 
Ind ye poor pilgrims, that with reſtleſs toyl 
Weary your ſelves in wandring deſert ways, 
ill that you come, where ye your vows aſſoyl, 
hen paſſing by, ye read theſe woful lays, 
Vn my grave written, rue my Daphne's wrong, 
und mourn for me that languiſh out my days: 
caſe ſhepherd, ceaſe and end thy underſong. 
Hus when he ended had his heavy plaint 
The heavieſt plaint that ever I heard ſound, 
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His cheeks wext pale, and ſprights began to faint, 
As if again he would have fall'n to ground; 
Which when I faw, I (ſtepping to him light) 
Amooved him out of his ſtony ſwound, 

And gan him to recomfort as I might. 

BUT he no way recomforted would be, 

Nor ſuffer folace to approach him nie, 

But caſting up a ſdeignful eye at me, 

That in his traunce I would not let him lye, 
Did rend his hair, and beat his blubbred face, 
As one diſpoſed wilfully to dye, 

That I fore griev'd to fee his wretched caſe. 
THo' when thepang was fomewhatover-paſt, 
And the outrageous paſſion nigh appeaſed, 

I him deſir'd, ſith day was over-caſt, 

And dark night faſt approached, to be pleaſed 
To turn aſide unto my cabinet, 

And ſtay with me, till he were better eaſed 
Of that ſtrong ſtown'd, which him ſo ſore beſet, 
BUT by no means I could him win thereto, 
Ne longer him intreat with me to ſtay; 

But without taking leave he forth did go 
With ſtaggring pace and diſmal looks diſmay, 
As if that death he in the face had ſeen, 

Or helliſh hags had met upon the way: 

But what of him became, I cannot ween. 


C 


AFFLICTION: 


HY art thou thus with grief oppreſt, 
My deſtitute, afflicted ſoul? 
What anxious fears diſturb thy reſt, 

And all thy brighter thoughts controul ? 


et chearful hope, with dawning light, 
Diſpel each black and gloomy care ; 


\nd from thy breaſt, with ſudden flight, 
Drive far the form of foul deſpair. 


ift up thine eyes. above, behold! 

Eternal goodneſs ſits inthron'd: 

ho' ſorrow for a night may hold, 

With ſpringing joy the morning's crown'd. 


et. 


et not the weight of preſent ill 
To impious doubts thy thoughts incline. 
ruſt in th Almighty's favour (till 
On him with humble hope recline, 
M2 
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To all thy pray'rs and ſecret ſighs 


He will not ever deaf remain: 
He will ere-long, with pitying eyes, 
Look down, and heal thy piercing pain, 


He, when as yet thou nothing wert, 
| | By his own high perfections mov'd, 
To thee a being did impart, 
And with a father's n lov'd, 


The fulneſs of his joy 8 
I! Could not by men receive increaſe ; 
His gracious end in making them, 


Was to beſtow diffuſive bliſs. 
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CONSIDERATIONS 


LXXXVII PSALM, | 


EAVY, O Lord, on me thy judgments lie, 

| And curs'd Lam; for God neglects my cry. 
O Lord, in darkneſs and deſpair I groan; 

\nd every place is hell; for God is gone. 

) Lord, ariſe, and let thy beams controul 

[Thoſe horrid clouds, that preſs my frighted ſoul: 
O riſe, and fave me from eternal night, 


Thou that art the God of light, 


Downward I haſten to my deſtin'd place; 

here none obtain thy aid, none ſing thy praiſe. 
Soon I ſhall lie in death's deep ocean drown'd: 

Is mercy there; is ſweet forgiveneſs found? 

O fave me yet, whilſt on the brink I ſtand; 
Rebuke the ſtorm, and ſet me ſafe to land. 

) make my longings and thy mercy ſure, 

Thou that art the God of power. 


dchold the wearied prodigal is come 
To thee, his hope, his harbour, and his home: 
o father he cou d find, no friend abroad, 


1 
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Depriv'd of joy, and deſtitute of God. 

O let thy terrours and his anguiſh end! 

Be thou his father, and be thou his friend: 

Receive the ſon thou didſt ſo long reprove, 
Thou that art the God of love. 


* 


VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS, 
TRANSLATED IN 


PARAPHRASE 


REATOR put, by whoſe aid 
The world's foundations firſt were laid, 
Come viſit ev ry pious mind; 
ome pour thy joys on human kind: 
from ſin, and ſorrow ſet us free; 
Ind make thy temples worthy thee. 
O sou RE of uncreated light, 
The Father's promis'd Paraclite! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 
Jur hearts with heav'nly love inſpire ; 
dome, and thy ſacred unction bring 
oſfanRifie us, while we ſing ! 
[PLENTEOUS of grace, deſcend from high, 
chin thy ſev'n-fold energy 
hou firengea of his Almighty hand, 
hoſe pov/r does heav'n and earth command: 
roceeding Spirit, our defence, 
ho do'ſt the gift of tongues diſpence, 
nd crown'ſt thy gift, with eloquence! 
REFINE and purge our carthly parts; 
t, oh, inflame and fire our hearts! 
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Our frailties help, our vice controul ; 
Submit the ſenſes to the ſoul; 

And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then, lay thy hand, and hold em down. 


CHACE from our minds th' infernal foe; 


And peace, the fruit of love, beſtow, 

And, leaſt our feet ſhou'd ſtep aſtray, 

Protect, and guide us in the way. 
MAKE us eternal truths receive, 

And practiſe all that we believe: 

Give us thy ſelf, that we may ſee 

The Father and the Son, by thee. 

" IMMORTAL honour, endleſs fame 

Attend th' Almighty Father's name: 

The Saviour Son, be glorify'd, 

Who for loſt man's redemption dy'd: 

And equal adoration be, 

Eternal Paraclite, to thee. 


Ih 


THE CURSE Or 


BABYLON 


PARAPHRASD 


FROM THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER 


O F 


E 


A PINDARIG ODE. 


OW let the fatal Banner be diſplay'd! 
| Upon ſome lofty mountain's top, 
Co ſet the dreadful Standard up! 
And all around the hills, the bloody Signals ſpread. 
For lo, the numerous hoſts of heav'n appear! 
The imbattl'd legions of the ſkie, 
With all their dread Artillery, 
Draw forth in bright array, and muſter in the air, 
Why do the mountains tremble with the noiſe! 
And valleys eccho back their voice: 
| The hills, tumultuous grow and loud, 
he hills that groan beneath the gathering Multitude. 
Wide as the poles of heav'ns extent, 
So far's the dreadful ſummons ſent: 
N 
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Kingdoms, and nations, at his call appear, 

For ev'n the Lord of Hoſts commands in perſon there 
START from thy lethargy, thou drowſie land,! 
Awake, and hear his dread command! 

Thy black tempeſtuous day comes louring on, | 
O fatal light! O inauſpicious hour ! I. 
Was ever ſuch a day before! F 

So ſtain'd with blood, by marks of vengeance known, 
Nature ſhall from her ſteady courſe remove, 6: 


The well-fix'd Earth be from it Baſis rent, Th 


Convulſions ſhake the firmament, . 
Horrour ſeize all below, confuſion reign above. 1 
The ſtars of heav'n ſhall ſicken at the ſight, 1 

Nor ſhall the planets yield their light: F 

But from the wretched object fly, 8 

And like extinguiſh'd tapers, quit the darkned ſkie C 
The riſing ſun as he was conſcious too, #1 
As he the fatal bus'neſs knew: Th. 


A deep, a bloody red ſhall ſtain, 
And athis early dawn ſhall ſet in night again. 
To THE deſtroying ſword I've ſaid, go forth, 
Go fully execute my wrath! For 
Command my hoſts, my willing armies lead, 
For this rebellious land and all therein ſhall bleed. 
They ſhall not grieve me more, no more tranſgre 
I will conſume the ſtubborn race: dha 
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Vet Brutes and Savages I juſtly ſpare, 
e. Uſeleſs is all my vengeance there, 
| | Ungrateful man's the greater monſter far. 
On gulltleſs Beaſts I will the land beſtow, 
To them ch' inheritance ſhall go, 
Thoſe elder Brothers now, ſhall lord it here below, 
And i: iome poor remains eſcape behind, 
2 Some relicts left of loſt mankind: 
The aſtoniſh'd herds ſhall in their cities cry, 
Vhen they behold a man, lo there's a prodigy ! 
ys Medes I call to my aſſiſtance here, 
A people that delight in war: 
A generous race of men, a nation free 


From vitious eaſe, and Perſian luxury. 
Silver is deſpicable in their eyes, 
die Contemn'd the uſeleſs metal lies: 
Their conqu'ring iron they prefer before 
The fineſt gold, even Ophir's tempting oar. 
By theſe the land ſhall be ſubdu'd, 

Abroad their Bows ſhall overcome, 

I heir Swords and Flames deſtroy at home, 
For neither Sex nor Age ſhall be exempt from Blood. 
Ihe nobles, and the princes of thy ſtate, 
| Shall on the victor's triumphs wait: 

And thoſe that from the Battel fled, 
all be with chains oppreſt, in cruel bondage led. 
N 2 
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I'LL viſit their diſtreſs with plagues and miſeries, 1. 


The throws that womens labours wait, Ar 

Convulſive pangs, and bloody ſweat, p 
Their Beauty ſhall conſume, and vital ſpirits ſeize. 

The raviſh'd virgins ſhall be born away, I 


And their diſnonour'd wives be led, 
To the inſulting victor's bed, 


To brutal luſts expos'd; to fury left a prey. 1 
Nor ſhall the teeming womb afford Ar 
Its forming Births a refuge from the ſword: Tt 


The ſword, that ſhall their pangs increaſe, 
And all the throws of travel, curſe with Barrennei 
The Infants ſhall expire with their firſt breath Ar 
And only live in pangs of death: 
Live, but with early cryes to curſe the light, 


And at the dawn of life, ſet in eternal night. B 

EVEN. Babylon adorn'd with ev'ry grace, Ne 
1 he Beauty of the univerſe: | 

Glory of nations! the Chaldeans pride, Ar 

And joy of all th' admiring world beſide, T 


'T hou Babylon! before whoſe throne 
'The empires of the earth fall down: 
Ihe proſtrate nations homage pay, 
And vaſlal princes of the world obey. 
'Thou that with empire are exalted now, 

Shalt in the duſt be trampl'd low: 
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Ab ject and low upon the earth be laid, 
And deep in ruines hide thy ignominious head. 
Thy ſtrong amazing walls, whoſe impious height 
2 The clouds conceal from human ſight: 
That proudly now their poliſh'd turrets rear, 
Which bright as neighbouring Stars appear, 
Diffuſing glories round th' inlightn'd air; 
In flames ſhall downwards to their center fly, 
And deep within the earth as their foundations lie. 
THY beauteous palaces ( tho' now thy pride!) 
e, Shall be in heaps of aſhes hid: 
nc In vaſt ſurprizing heaps ſhall lie, 
th And even their ruines bear the pomp of majeſty. 
No bold inhabitant ſhall dare, 
Thy raz'd foundations to repair : 
No pitying hand exalt thy abject ſtate ; 
No! to ſucceeding times thou muſt remain, 
An horrid exemplary ſcene, 
And lie from Age to Age, ruin'd and deſolate. 
Thy fall's decreed, (amazing turn of fate!) 
Low as Gomorrah's wretched ſtate: 
Thou Babylon ſhaltbelikeSodom curſt, (ing luſt, 
Deſtroyed by flames from heaven,and thy moreburn- 
THE day's at hand, when in thy fruitful ſoil, 
No labourer ſhall reap, no mower toil : 


His tent the wandring Arab ſhall not ſpread, 
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Nor make thy curſed ground his bed ; 
Tho' faint with travel, tho' oppreſt with thirſt, 
He to his drooping herds ſhall cry aloud, 
Taſte not of that imbitter'd flood, [curl 
Taſte notEuphrates ſtreams,they're pois'nous all ant 
The ſhepherd to his wandring flocks ſhall ſay, 
Wheno'er thy Battlements they ſtray: 
When in thy palaces they graze, 
Ah fly unhappy flocks ' fly this infectious place. 
Whilſt the fad traveller that paſſes on, 
Shall aſk, lo where is Babylon! 
And when he has thy ſmall remainder found, 
Shall ſay I'llfly from hence, 'tis ſure accurſed ground 
THEN ſhall the Savages and beaſts of prey, 
From their deſerted mountains haſt away; 
Every obſcene and vulgar Beaſt, 
Shall be to Babylon a gueſt : 
Her marble roofs, and every cedar oon 
Shall dens and caves of ſtate to nobler Brutes becon 
Thy courts of juſtice, and tribunals too, 
(O irony to call them ſo!) 
There, where the tyrant and oppreſſor bore 
The ſpoils of innocence and Blood before ; 
There ſhall the wolf and ſavage tyger meet, 
And griping vulture ſhall appear in ſtate, [ gre? 
There Birds of prey ſhall rule, and ravenous Beaſts! 
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Thoſe uncorrupted ſhall remain, 
Thoſe ſhall alone their genuine uſe retain, 

Their violence ſhall thrive, rapine and fraud ſhall 
ul: x ſhall the melancholy fatyrs groan, (reign, 
an O'er their lamented Babylon; 

7 And ghoſts that glide with horror by, 
To view where their unbury'd Bodys lie; 

With doleful crye ſhall fill the air, 

ind with amazement ſtrike the affrighted traveller. 
'There the obſcener Birds of night, 

Birds that in gloomy ſhades delight, 
dhall ſolitude enjoy, live undiſturb'd by light. 
All the ill omens of the Air, 
hall ſcream their loud preſages there. 

But let them all their dire predictions tell, 
Secure in ills and fortifi'd with woe, 
Heaven ſhall in vain its future vengeance ſhow : 
For thou art happily inſenſible, 
Beneath the reach of miſeries fell, fear. 
[hou need'ſt no deſolation dread, no greater curſes 
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3 harmony, from heav'nly harmony 
This univerſal frame began. 
When nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay, 
And cou'd not heave her head, 
The tuneful voice was heard from high, 

Ariſe ye more than dead. 

Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and dry, 
In order to their ſtations leap, 

And Music's pow'r obey. 
From harinony, from heav'nly harmony 

This univerſal frame began: 

From harmony to harmony 
Through all the compaſs of the notes it ran, 
The diapaſon cloſing full in man. 

WHAT paſſion cannot MUs1Ic raiſe and quell 

When Jubal ſtruck the corded ſhell, 

His liſtning brethren ſtood around 
And wond'ring, on their faces fell 


To worſhip that celeſtial ſound, 
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eſs than a God they thought there cou'd not dwell 
Within the hollow of that ſhell 
That ſpoke ſo fweetly and fo well. 

What paſſion cannot uus i raifc and quell! 

THE TRUMPET 's loud clangor | 
Excites us to arms 
Wich ſhrill notes of anger 
And mortal alarms. 

| The double double double beat 
Of the thundring DRUM 

Cries, hark the foes come; 

harge, charge, tis too late to retreat. 
THE ſoft complaining FLUTE 

In dying notes diſcovers 

| The woes of hopeleſs lovers, 

Whoſe dirge is whiſper'd by the warbling LUTE, 

HARP violins proclaim 

heir jealous pangs, and deſperation, 

ury, frantic indignation, 

Jepth of pains, and height of paſſion, 

For the fair, diſdainful dame. 

UT oh! what art can teach, 

What human voice can reach 

he ſacred oRGANS praiſe! 

Notes inſpiring holy love, 

Notes that wing their heav'nly ways 

O 
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To mend the choires above. 
ORPHEUS cou'd lead the ſavage race; 
And trees unrooted left their place; 

Sequacious of the lyre: 
But bright CECIL 1 a raiſed the wonder hight}; 
When to her organ vocal breath was giv'n, 
An Angel heard, and ſtraight appear'd 

Miſtaking carth for heav'n. 


Grand CHORUS, 


s from the pow'r of ſacred lays 
The Spheres began to move, 
And ſung the great creator's praiſe 
To all the bleſs'd above; 
So when the laſt and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant ſhall devour, 
The TRUMPET ſhall be heard on high, 
The dead ſhall live, the living die, 
And uus ic ſhalluntune the ſky, 


MEDITATION. 


ON 


R T H 


| NOUGH, enough, my ſoul, of worldly noiſe, 
Of aery pomps, and flecting joys ; 

hat does this buſy world provide at beſt, 

But brittle goods that break like glaſs, 

ut poiſon'd ſweets, a troubled feaſt, 


Thy thoughts to nobler meditations give, 
ind ſtudy how to die, not how to live. 

low frail is beauty? ah! how vain, 

And how ſhort-liv'd thoſe glorics are, 

I hat vex our nights and days with pain, 
And break our hearts with care! 

In duſt we no deſtinction ſee, 

uch HELEN is, ſuch, M1k a, thou muſt be. 
low ſhort is life! why will vain courtiers toil, 
nd croud a vainer monarch, for a ſmile? 

hat is that monarch, but a mortal man, 

is crown a pageant, and his life a ſpan! 
th all his guards and his dominions, he 
Huſt ſicken too, and die as well as we. 


HOSE boaſted names of conquerors and kings 
O2 


nd pleaſures like the winds, that in a moment pals? 
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Are ſwallow'd, and become forgotten things: 
One deſtin'd period men in common have, 

The great, the baſe, the coward, and the brave, 
All food alike for worms, companions in the grave, 
I he prince and paraſite together lie, 

No fortune can exalt, but death will climb as hig 
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SENT TO 


| TEE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
GEORGE OCGRANVILLYE; 
AFTERWARDS 


LORD LANSDOWN. 


I WRITTEN BY MRS. ELIZABETH HIGGONS., 


W v, Granville, is thy life to ſhades confin'd, 
Tnou whom the gods deſign'd 
In public to do credit to mankind? 
Why ſlecps the noble ardour of thy blood, 
Which from thy anceſtors, ſo many ages paſt, 
From Rol LO down to BEVIL flow'd, 
And then appear'd again at laſt? 
[In thee, when thy victorious lance 
Bore the diſputed prize from all the youth of France, 
IN THE firſt trials which are made for fame, 
Thoſe to whom fate ſucceſs denics, 
If taking counſel from their ſhame, 
They modeſtly retreat, are wiſe. 
But why ſhould you who {till ſucceed, 
Whether with graceful art you lead 
The fiery barb, or with as graceful motion tread, 
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In ſhining balls, where all agree 
Togive the higheſt praiſe to thee. 
Such harmony in every motion's found, 
As art could ne'er expreſs by any ſound, 
So lov'd and prais d, whom all admire, 
Why, why ſhould you from courts and camps retire! 
If MIRA is unkind, if it can be, 
'That any nymph can be unkind to thee ; 
If penſive made by love, you thus retire, 
Awake your muſe, and ſtring your lyre; 
Your tender ſong, and your melodious ſtrain 
Can never be addreſt in vain; PS, 


She needs muſt love, and we ſhall have you back | 


tire 


N, 


OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING 


% ES 


WRITTENIN'THE YEAR MDCXC. 


EASE, tempting Siren, ceaſe thy flatt' ring ſtrain, 
Sweet is thy charming ſong, but ſung in vain: 

When the winds blow, and loud the tempeſts roar, 

What fool would truſt the waves, and quit the ſhore? 

arly, and vain, into the world I came, 

pig with falſe hopes, and eager after fame: 

[ill looking round me, ere the race began, 

ladmen, and giddy fools, were all that ran; 

eclaim'd betimes, I from the liſts retire, 

Ind thank the Gods who my retreat inſpire. 

n happier times our anceſtors were bred, 

hen virtue was the only path to tread: 


ive me, ye Gods! but the ſame road to fame, 


Vhate'er my fathers dar'd, I dare the ſame. 


Lhang'd is the ſcene, ſome baneful planet rules 
n impious world, contriv'd for knaves and fools. 
Look now around, and with impartial eyes 


onſider, and examine all who riſe; 
eigh well their actions, and their treach'rous ends, 


How greatneſs grows, and by what ſteps aſcends; 


hat murders, treaſons, perjuries, deceit ; 


How many cruſh'd, to make one monſter great. 


LE 
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Hug when you ſtab, and ſmile when you devout! 
Be bloody, falle, flatter, forſwear, and lye, 
Turn pandar, pathic, paraſite, or ſpy ; 
Such thriving arts may your wiſh'd purpoſe bring, 
A miniſter at leaſt, perhaps a RING. 
FORTUNE, we moſt unjuſtly partial call, 

A miſtreſs free, who bids alike to all; 

But on ſuch terms as only ſuit the baſe, 
Honour denies and ſhuns the foul embr e. 
The honeſt man, who ſtarves and is ud e. 
Not fortune, but his vertue keeps him don. 
Had Cato bent beneath the conq ring cauſe, 
He might have liv'd to give new Senates laws; 
But on vile terms diſdaining to be great, 
Heperiſh'd by his choice, and not his fate, 
Honours and lite, th' uſurper bids, and all 

'T hat vain miſtaken men good fortune call, 
Virtue forbids, and ſets before his eyes 

An honelt death, which he accepts, and dies: 

O glorious reſolution | noble pride! 

More honour'd, than the tyrant liv'd, he dy'd; 
More low d, more prais'd, more envy'd in his doom 
Than Czsar trampling on the rights of Rome. 
The virtuous nothing fear, but life with ſhame, 
And death's a pleaſant road that leads to fame 


Would you command? have fortune in your po 


N 
Ul 
T 
de 
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On bones, and ſcraps of dogs let me be fed, 


hy limbs uncover'd, and expos'd my head 


me. 


je; 


o bleakeſt colds, a kennel be my bed. 
This, and all other martyrdom for thee, 
Seems glorious, all, thrice beauteous honeſty ! 
judge me, yepow'rs! Let FORTUNE temptor frown, 
| ſtand prepar'd, my honour is my own. 
| Ye great diſturbers, who in endleſs noiſe, 
In blood and rapine ſeek unnatural joys; 
For what is all this buſtle but to ſhun 
hoſe thoughts with which you dare not be alone? 
\s men in miſery, oppreſt with care, 
deek in the rage of wine to drown deſpair. 
Let others fight, and eat their bread in blood, 
Negardleſs if the cauſe be bad or good; 
Dr cringe in courts, depending on the nods 
f ſtrutting pigmies who would paſs for Gods. 
for me, unpractis'd in the courtiers ſchool, 
ho loath a knave, and tremble at a fool; 
Who honour generous WYCHERLy oppreſt, 
folleſt of little, worthy of the beſt, 


Rich in himſelf, in virtue that outſhines 


dom l but the fame of his immortal lines, 


More than the wealthieſt Lord, who helps to drain 
| he famiſh'd land, and rouls in impious gain; 
Vhat can I hope in courts? or how ſucceed? 


E 


174 OCCASION'D BY &c. 

ll Tygets and wolves ſhall in the ocean breed, 

| i "The whale and dolphin fatten on the mead; 

|| And every element exchange its kind, 

We Ere thriving honeſty in courts we find. 

'' Happy the man, of mortals happie!t he, 

„ Whoſe quiet mind from vain deſires is free; 

Whom neither hopes deceive, nor fears torment, 

But lives at peace, within himſelf content, 

In thought, or act, accountable to none, 

But to himſelf and to the Gods alone: 

O ſwyeetneſs of content! ſeraphie joy! 

Which nothing wants and nothing can deſtroy. 

Where dwells this peace, this freedom of the mini 

Where, but in ſhades remote from human kind; 

In flow'ry vales, where nymphs and ſhepherds me: 

But never eomes within the palace gate. 

Farewellthen cities, courts, and camps, farewel, 

Welcome, ye groves, here let me ever dwell, 

From cares, from buſineſs, and mankind remove, 

All but the MusEs, and inſpiring Love: 

How ſweet the morn! how gentle is the night! 

How calm the evening ! and the day hov bright! 
From hence, as from a hill, I view below 

The crowded world, a mighty wood in ſhow, 

Where ſeveral wand'rers travel day and night 

By different paths, and none are in the right. 
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THE 
HYMN 


OF 


CLEANTHES 


nn, 9 UNDER various ſacred names ador'd! 
Divinity ſupreme! all-potent Lord! 

Author of nature! whoſe unbounded ſway 

nd legiſlative pow'r all things obey! 

lajeſtic Jove! all hail ! to thee belong 

he ſuppliant pray'r, and tributary ſong: 

nin o thee from all thy mortal offspring due; 


7 


Q; 


tom thee we came, from thee our being drew; 

mer hatever lives and moves, great Sire! is thine, 

Lmbodied portions of the foul divine. 

herefore to thee will I attune my ſtring, 

ind of thy wondrous pow'r forever ſing. 

he wheeling orbs, the wandring fires above, 

That round this earthly ſphere inceſſant move, 

it: Whrough all this boundleſs world admit thy ſway, 

ght nd roll ſpontaneous where thou point'ſt the way. 
uch is the awe impreſt on nature round 

Phen through the void thy dreadful thunders ſound, 

hoſe flaming agents of thy matchleſs pow'r: 

f. ſtoniſh' d worlds hear, tremble, and adore. 
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116 THE HYMN 


Thus paramount to all, by all obey'd, 
Ruling that reaſon which thro' all convey'd 
Informs this gen'ral maſs, thou reig'nſt ador'd, 
Supreme, unbounded, univerſal Lord. 

For nor in earth, nor earth- encircling floods, 
Nor yon aethereal pole, the ſeat of Gods, 

Is ought perform'd without thy aid divine; 
Strength, wiſdom, virtue, mighty Jove, are thine 
Vice is the act of man, by paſſion toſt, 

And in the ſhoreleſs ſea of folly loſt. 

But thou, what vice diſorders, canſt compoſe; 
And profit by the malice of thy foes; 

So blending good with evil, fair with foul, 

As thence to model one harmonious whole: 
One univerſal law of truth and right ; 

But wretched mortals ſhun the heav'nly light; 
And, tho' to bliſs directing ſtill their choice, 
Hear not, or heed not reaſon's ſacred voice, 
That common guide ordain'd to point the road 
That leads obedient man to ſolid good. 

'Thence quitting virtue's lovely paths they rove, 
As various objects various paſſions move. 

Dome thro' oppoling crowds and threatning war 
Seek pow'r's bright throne, and fame's triumphal cat 
Some, bent on wealth, purſue with endleſs pain 
Oppreſſive, ſordid, and diſhoneſt gain; 


re 
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Vhile others, to ſoft indolence reſign'd, 

Drown in corporeal ſweets th' immortall mind. 

But, O great Father, Thunder-ruling God! 

ho in thick darkneſs mak'ſt thy dread abode! 
hou, from whoſe bounty all good gifts deſcend, 
do thou from ignorance mankind defend! 

The clouds of vice and folly, O controul; 

nd ſhed the beams of wiſdom on the ſoul ! 

[hoſe radiant beams, by whoſe all-piercing flame 

[by juſtice rules this univerſal frame. 

hat honour'd with a portion of thy light 

e may eſſay thy goodneſs to requite 

Vith honorary ſongs, and grateful lays, 

Ind hymn thy glorious works with ceaſeleſs praiſe, 
he proper taſk of man: and ſure to ſing 

f nature's laws, and nature's mighty king 

bliſs ſupreme. let Gods with mortals join! 


he ſubje& may tranſport a breaſt divine. 
d 


ye, 
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MORNING 
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CHRISTs NATIVITY. þ 


* 


S» s is the month, and this the happy morn 
Wherein the ſon of heav'n's eternal King 
Of wedded maid, and virgin mother born, 
Our great redemption from above did bring ; 
For ſo the holy Sages once did ſing, 
That he our deadly forfeit ſhould releaſe, 
And with his father work us a perpetual peace. 
THAT glorious form, that light unſufferable, 
And that far- beaming blaze of majeſty, | 
Wherewith he wont at heav'n's high council-tabl* 


To fit the midſt of trinal unity, | \ 
He laid aſide; and herewith us to be, s 
Forſook the courts of everlaſting day, F 
And choſe with us a darkſom houſe of mortal cl"! 
$AY heav'nly muſe, ſhall not thy ſacred vein, p 
Afford a preſent to the infant God? 1 
Haſt thou no verſe, no hymn, or ſolemn ſtrain, 5 
bil 


To welcome him to this his new abode. 
Now while the heav'n by the ſun's team untrod, 
Hath took no print of the approaching light, 
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\nd all the ſpangled hoſt keep watch in ſquadrons 
E how from far upon the caſtern rode | bright? 
The ſtar-led wiſards haſt with odours ſweet ; 

) run, prevent them with thy humble ode, 

And lay it lowly at his bleſſed feet; 

ave thou the honour firſt, thy Lord to greet, 

And join thy voice unto the angel quire, 

rom out his ſecret altar toucht with hallow'd fire. 
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[T was the winter wild, 

While the heav'n-born child 

All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies; 
ature in awe to him 

* [ad doff d her gaudy trim, 

With her great maſter ſo to ſympathize; 
was no ſeaſon then for her 

0 wanton with the ſun her luſty paramour, 
gr with ſpeeches fair 


e woos the gentle air, 


To hid her guilty front with innocent ſnow, 
nd on her naked ſhame, 

lute with ſinful blame, 

The faintly veil of maiden white to throw, 
br, onfounded, that her maker's eyes, 


- 'The hooked chariot ſtood 
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Should look ſo near upon her foul deformitics. 
BUT he her fears to ceaſe, 5 
Sent down the meek- ey d peace; 

She crown'd with olive green, came ſoftly {lidi 
Down through the turning ſphear 
His ready harbinger, 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing H 
And waving wide her myrtle wand, 
She ſtrikes an univerſal peace through fea and lar 
No war, or battle's ſound 
Was heard the world around, 

The idle ſpear and ſhield were high up hung, 


Unſtain'd with hoſtile blood. 
The trumpet ſpake not to the armed throne, 
And kings fat ſtill with awful eye, 
As if they ſurely knew their ſov'reign Lord was 
BUT peaceful was the night, 
Wherein the prince of light 
His reign of peace upon the earth began: 
'The winds with wonder whiſt, 
Smoothly the waters kiſt, 
Whiſpring new joys to the mild ocean, 
Who now have quit forgot to rave, 
While birds ofcalmſit brooding on thecharmed wifi 
THE ſtars with deep amaze 


13 
vo. 


OF. THE NATTIVIT T. 1 
Stand fixt in ſtedfaſt gaze, 
Pending one way their precious influence; 
nd will not take their flight, 
infor all che morning light, 
Or Lucifer that often warn'd them thence ; 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 


ng; until their Lord himſelf beſpake, and bid them go. 
ND though the ſhady gloom 
lanWHad giv'n day her room, 
The ſun himſelf withheld his wonted ſpeed, 
and hid his head for ſhame, 
ng, Ns his inferiour flame 
The new-enlightned world no more ſhould need; 
e ſaw a greater ſun appear bear. 
ne, ¶ han his bright throne, or burning axeltree could 
ig ſhepherds on thelawn, 
was reer the point of dawn, 


vat ſimply chatting in a ruſtic row 
ull little thought they then, 
hat the mighty Pan 
Was kindly come to live with them below : 
rhaps their loves, or elſe their ſheep, 
as all that did their filly thoughts ſo buſy keep. 
HEN ſuch muſic ſweet 
ed weir hearts and ears did greet, 
d heay'n as at ſome feſtival, 
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122 oN THE MORNING 

Divinely warbl'd voice 

Anſwering the ſtringed noiſe, A 
As all their ſouls in bliſsful rapture took: A 

The air ſuch pleaſure loath to loſe, cloſo 

With thouſand eccho's {till prolongs cach heav nh 

NATUR E that heard ſuch ſound 

Beneath the hollow round 

Of Cynthia's ſeat, the airy region thrilling, 
Now was almoſt won 
To think her part was done, 

And that her rcign had here 'tis laſt fulfilling; 
She knew ſuch harmony alone ; 
Could hold all heav'n and earth in happier union, 
AT laſt ſurrounds their ſight 
A globe of circular light, 

That with long beams the ſhame-fac'd nightarray: 
The helmed cherubim 


And {worded ſeraphim, 


di 


Are ſeen in glitt'ring ranks with wings diſplays 
Harping in loud and ſolemn quire, 
With unexpreſlive notes to heav'n's new-born hp! 


Ca 


SUCH mulic (as tis ſaid) 0 
Before was never made, | vl 

But when of old the ſons of morning-ſung, 1 
While the creator great V 
Longer dare abide, | A 


OF THE NATIVITY. 122 


And the well-ballanc'd world on hinges hung, 

And caſt the dark foundations deep, 

and bid the weltring waves their oozy channnel keep. 

ic out ye cryſtal ſphears, 

Once bleſs our human cars, 

| (If ye have power to touch our ſenſes ſo) 

And let your ſilver chime 

Move in melodious time; 

And let the baſe of heav'n's deep organ blow, 

und with your ninefold harmony 

lake up full comfort to th' angelic ſymphony. 

or if ſuch holy ſong 

INWRAP our fancy long, 

| Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold, 

Ind ſpeckl'd vanity 

Will ſicken ſoon and dic, 

| And leprous fin will melt from earthly mould, 

ad hell it ſelf will paſs away, 

way ud leave her dolorous manſion to the pecring day. 
a truth and juſtice then 

n hill down return to men, 

Orb'd in a rain- bow, and like glories wearing: 

ercy will ſit between, 

hron'd in celeſtial ſheen, 

With radiant feet the tiſſued clouds down ſteer in 95 

[As never was by mortal finger ſtrook, 
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124 ON THE MORNING 


Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall, 
pUT wiſeſt fate ſays no, 
This muſt not yet be ſo, 
The babe lies yet in ſmiling inſancy, 
That on the bitter croſs 
Muſt redeem our loſs ; 
So both himſelf and us to glorify: 
Yet lirſt to thoſe ychain'd in flecp 
Ihe wakcful trump of doom muſt thunder thro' 1; 
WITH ſuch a horrid clang | deep 
As on mount Sinai rang, 
Whilethered fire and ſmouldting clouds out bral 
Ihe aged carth agaſt, 
With terrour of that blaſt, 
Shall from the ſurface to the center ſhake; 
When at the world's laſt ſeſſion, 
The dreadfull judge in middle air ſhall ſpread! 
AND then at laſt our bliſs [ thro 
Full and perfect is, 

But now begins; for from this happy day 
Th old Dragon under ground 
In ſtraiter limits bound, 

Not half ſo far caſts his uſurped ſway, 
And wroth to ſee his kingdom fail, 
Swindges the ſcaly horror of his foulded tail. 

His conſtellations ſet, or 


— 
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E oracles are dumb, 
No voice or hideous humm 
Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving, 
\pollo from his ſhrine 
an no more divine, 
With hollow ſhriek the ſteep of Delphos leaving. 
No nightly trance, or breathed ſpell, 
luſpires the pale-ey'd prieſt from the prophetic cell. 
Wit lonely mountains o'er, | 
ind the reſounding ſhore, 
| Avoice of weeping heard, and loud lament; 
rom haunted ſpring, and dale, 
dg d with poplar pale, 
The parting genius is with ſighing ſent ; 
With flow'r-inwov'n treſſes torn 
he nymphs in twilight ſhade of tangled thickets 
dad N conſecrated earth, | [ mourn. 
hrooWnd on the holy hearth, 
The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight plaint; 
n urns, and altars round, 


drear and dying ſound 

Affrights the Flamins at their ſervice quaint; 

ind the chill marble ſeems to ſweat, 

chile each peculiar power forgoes his wonted ſeat, 
cor and Baalim 
ſorſake their temples dim, 


4 


126 ON THE MORNING 


With that twice batter'd god of Paleſtine, 
And mooned Afhtaroth, 
Heav'n's queen and mother both, 

Now ſits not girt with tapers holy ſhine, 
"The Libic Hammon ſhrinks his horn, | MOury 
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded | jam: 
AND ſullen Moloch fled, 

Hath left in ſhadows dred 
His burning idol all of blackeſt hue; 


In vain, with cymbals ring, 


They call the griſly king, 
In diſmal dance about the furnace blue; 
The brutiſh gods of Nile as faſt, 
Iſis and Orvs, and the dog Anudis, haſte, 
NOR is Oſiris {cen 
In Memphian grove, or green, 
Tramplingthcunſhowr'd graſs with lowings lou 
Nor can he be at reſt 
Within his facred cheſt, 
Naught but profoundeſt hell can be his ſhroue! 
In vain with timbrel'd anthems dark 
The fable-ſtoled ſorcerers bear his worſhip'd ark 
IE feels from Juda's land 
The dredded infant's hand, 
The rays of Bethlehem blind his duſky cyn ; 
Nor all the gods beſide, 
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Not Typhon huge ending in ſnaky twine: 
ar babe, to ſhew his Godhead true, 


dan in his {wadling bandscontroul the damned crew. 
when the ſan in bed, 


uinourtain'd with cloudy red, 

an Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 

he flocking thadows pale, 

roop to th' infernal jail, 

Each fetter'd gholt ſlips to his ſeveral grave, 

nd the ycllow-ſkirted Fayes | maze. 
y after the night-ſteeds, leaving their moon-lov'd 
ut ſee the virgin bleſt 

ath laid her babe to reſt, 

Iime ĩs our tedious ſong ſhould here have ending: 
avn's youngelt teemed ſtar 

ith fixt her poliſh'd car, 

Her ſleeping Lord with handmaid lampattending: 
1d all about the courtly ſtable, 


S lou 


ht-harneſt angels ſit in order ſerviceable. 


oud: 
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CIRCUMCISION. 


Y E flaming powers, and winged warriours brizlj 
That erſt with muſic, and triumphant ſon 


Firſt heard by happy watchful ſhepherds ear, 
So ſweetly ſung your joy the clouds along 
Through the ſoft ſilence of the liſt'ning night, 
Now mourn, and if fade ſhare with us to bea: 
Your fiery eflence can diſtill no tear, 

Burn in your ſighs, and borrow 

Seas wept from our deep ſorrow : 


He who with all heav'n's heraldry whilcar 


Enter d the world, now bleeds to give us eaſc 
Alas, how ſoon our ſin 

Sore doth begin 

His infancy to ſeize! 

O more exceeding love or law more juſt! 
Juſt law indeed, but more exceeding love! 
For we by rightful doom remedileſs 
Were loſt in death, till he that dwelt above 
High thron'd in ſecret bliſs, for us frail duſt 
Emptied his glory, ev'n to nakedneſs; 
And that great cov'nant which we {till tranſgre!s 
Intirely fatisfy'd. J 
And the full wrath beſide 


T 
H 


h. 
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Of vengeful juſtice bore for our exceſs, 

And ſeals obedience firſt with wounding ſmart 
This day ; but O crelong 

Hoge pangs and ſtrong 

Dn? Will picrce more near his heart, 


CJ 


A 8 S8 1 N. 


| RE while of muſic, and cthereal mirth, 

£4 Wherewith the ſtage of air and earth did ring, 
And joyous news of heav'nly infant's birth, 

ly muſe with angels did divide to ling; 

but headlong joy is ever on the wing, 

In wintry ſolſtice like the ſhortn'd light, 

oon ſwallow'd up in dark and long out- living night. 
ox now to ſorrow mult I tunc my ſong, 

nd ſet my harp to notes of ſaddeſt wo, 

hich on our deareſt Lord did ſeize ere long, 


)angers, and ſnares, and wrongs, and worſe than fo, 
hich he for us did freely undergo. 

Moſt perfect Heroe, try'd in heavieſt plight 
ref Pf labours huge and hard, too hard for human wight. 
E ſov'reign prieſt ſtooping his regal head 
hat dropt with odorous oil down his fair eyes, 
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Then lies him meckly down faſt by his brethrens de 
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Poor fleſhly tabernacle entered, 
His ſtarry front low-rooft beneath the ſkies ; 
O what a maſk was there, what a diſguiſe! 

Yet more; the ſtroke of death he muſt abi de, 


THESE Jatter ſcenes confine my roving verſe, 
To this horizon is my Phoebus bound; 

His Godlike acts, and his temptations fierce, 
And former ſufferings, otherwhere are found ; 
Loud o'er the reſt Cremona's trump doth found; 

Me ſofter airs befit, and ſofter ſtrings 
Of lute, or viol {till more apt for mournful thing, 
BEFRIEND me night, belt patroneſs of grief, 
Over the pole thy thickeſt mantle throw, 

And work my flatter'd fancy to belief, 
That heav'n and earth are colour'd with my wo; 
My ſorrows are too dark for day to know: 

The leaves ſhouid all be black whereon TI writ 
And letters where my tears have waſht a wann 
EE, ſee the chariot, and thoſe ruſhing wheels, | whit 
That whirl'd the prophet up at Chebar flood, 
My ſpirit ſome tranſporting Cherub feels, 

To bear me where the towers of Salem ſtood, 
Once glorious towers, now ſunk in guiltleſs blood 

There doth my ſoul in holy viſion fit 

In penſive trance, and anguiſh, and ecſtatic fit. 
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iN E eye hath found that ſad ſepulchral rock 


That was the caſket of heav'n's richeſt ſtore, 
und here though grief my feeble hands up lock, 
Jet on the ſoftned quarry would I ſcore 


4 


1 y plaining verſe as lively as before; 


For ſure ſo well inſtructed are my tears, 
hat they would fitly fall in order'd characters. 
Dr ſhould I thence hurried on viewleſs wing, 
ake up a weeping on the mountains wild, : 
d; Whe gentle neiyhbourhood of grove and ſpring 
Would ſoon unboſom all theirecho's mild, 
And J (for grief is eaſily beguil'd ) 
| Might think the infeRion of my forrows loud, 
id got a race of mourners on ſome pregnant cloud, 


ng; 


O; This Subjeft the Author finding to be above the years he had, when he wrote it, and 
nothing ſatisfy'd with what was begun, left it unfiniſut, 


writ AT X SOLEMN MUSIC. 


anni 
hüt usr pair of Sirens, pledges of heav'n's joy, 
N Sphear born harmonious ſiſters, Voice and Verſe, 
ed your divine ſounds, and mixt power employ 
, SS 77 
cad things with inbreath'd ſenſe able to pierce, 
blood n 5 
nd to our high-rais'd phantaſy preſent 
| bat undiſturbed ſong of pure content, 
. 


ſung before the ſaphire- colour d throne 
R 2 


[| 132 AT A SOLEMN MUSIC. 
| To him that fits thereon 

ll | With faintly ſhout, and ſolemn jubilce, 

1 Where the bright ſeraphim in burning row 
Wh Their loud up- lifted angel trumpets blow, 
|| | And the cherubic hoſt in thouſand quires, 
| \_—_ Touch theirimmortal harps of golden wires, 

1 With thoſe juſt ſpirits that wear victorious palms, 
Hymns devote and holy pſalms 
Singing everlaſtingly; 

That we on earth with undiſcording voice 
May rightly anſwer that melodious noiſe; 

As once we did, till diſproportion'd ſin 
-Jarr'd againſt nature's chime, and with harſh din 
Broke the fair muſic that all creatures made 
To their great Lord, whoſe love their motion {way 
In perfect diapaſon, whilſt they ſtood 
In firſt obedience, and their ſtate of good. 

O may we ſoon again renew that ſong, 

And keep in tune with heay'n, till God ere long 
To his celeſtial conſort us unite, 


To live with him, and ſing in endleſs morn of lig| 


OF 
DIVINE LOVE. 
* | A 


P O E M ; 


IN SIX CANTOES. 


hriferis ut apes in ſaltibus omnia libant ; 
ic v95 SCRIPTURE depaſcimur aurea difla ; 
urea ! perpetug ſemper digniſſima vita ! ** ** 
Nam Drvixus AMOR cum coepit vociferari, 
* } 0 9 3 . . 
way Vifugtunt animi terrores, * *. Lucretius, Lib. 3. 


11 


xl eram, requieſque mihi, non fama, petita eſt, 

Mens intenta ſuis ne foret uſque mali: * 

vamque ubi mota calent ſacra mea peftora Musa, 

Altior bumano ſpiritas ille malo eſt, | 
Ovid, de Triſt, Lib. 4, El. f. 
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THE ARGUMENT S. 


L. A Vrting the authority of the ſcripture, in which this Love is reveal . 
II. The preference and Love of Go p to man in the Creation, 

III. The ſame love more amply declar'd in our Redemption. 

IV. How neceſſary this Love is to reform mankind, and how excellent in itſelf, 


V. Shewing how happy the world would be, if this Love were univerſa!ly env; 


VI. Of preſerving this Love in our memory, and how uſeful the content! 
thereof is. ; | | 


OF DIVINE LOVE, 
CANTO I. 


HE GRECIAN Muſe has all their Gods ſurviv'd, 
Nor JovE at us, nor PHOEBUS isarriv'd: 

ail deities Lwhich firſt the poets made, 

d then invok'd, to give their fancies aid. 

tt if they ſtill divert us with their rage, 

hat may be hop'd for in a better age; 

hen, not from HEL1coN's imagin'd ſpring, 

t ſacred writ, we borrow what we ing? 

bis with the fabric of the world begun; 

er than light, and ſhall out-laſt the ſun, 

fore this oracle, like DAG ON, all 

efalſe pretenders, DELPHos, Au uo, fall: 

ng ſince deſpis'd, and ſilent, they afford 

nour, and triumph, to th' eternal Word. 

Aslate philoſophy our globe has grac'd, 

drowling earth among the planets plac'd: 

has this book intitled us to heav'n; 

d rules, to guide us to that manſion, giv'n: 

ls the conditions how our peace was made; 

dis our pledge for the great AUTHOR'S aid, 

 pow'r in nature's ample book we find; 

t the leſs volume does expreſs his mind. 

This light unknown, bold E Ic Rus taught, 

at his bleſt Gods vouchſafe us not a thought: 
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What endleſs war would jealous nations tear, 


136 OF DIVINE LOVE, 

But unconcern'd, let all below them ſlide, 
As fortune does, or human wiſdom, guide. 
Religion thus remov'd, the ſacred yoke, 
And band of all ſociety, is broke: 

What uſe of oaths, of promiſe, or of teſt, 
Where men regard no God, but intereſt? 


If none above did witneſs what they ſwear ? 
Sad fate of unbelievers, and yet juſt, 
Among themſelves to find ſo little truſt ! 
Were ſcripture ſilent, nature would proclaim, 
Without a God, our falſhood, and our ſhame. 
'To know our thoughts the object of his eyes, 
Is the firſt ſtep tow'rds being good, or wile: 
For, tho' with judgment we on things reflect, 
Our will determines, not our intellect: 
Slaves to their paſſion, reaſon men employ 
Only to compaſs what they would enjoy. 
His fear, to guard us from ourſelves, we need; 
And ſacred writ our reaſon does exceed. f 
For, tho' heav'n ſhews the glory of the Lo «2c 
Yet ſomething ſhines more glorious in his word: 
His mercy this, (which all his work excells!) 
His tender kindneſs, and compaſſion, tells: | 
While we, inform'd by that celeſtial book, 
Into the bowels of our Ma k ER look, 


— — — — — — 


CANTO 1. 137 


Love there reveal'd, (which never ſhall have end, 
or hag beginning) ſhall our ſong commend: 
eſcribe itſelf, and warm us with that flame, 

Vhich firſt from heav'n, to make us happy, came, 


CANTO IL 


HE fear of hell, or aiming to be bleſt, 
Savors too much of private intereſt. 
his mov'd not Mos Es, nor the zealous PAUL ; 
ho for their friends abandon'd foul and all: 
greater yet from heav'n to hell deſcends, 
o fave, and make his enemies his friends. 
hat line of praiſe can fathom ſuch a love, 
hich reach'd the loweſt bottom from above! 
he* Royal prophet, that extended grace 
rom heav'n to earth, meaſar'd but half that ſpace, 
he law was regnant, and confin'd his thought ; 
ed; Well was not conquer'd, when that poet wrote: 
lay'n was ſcarce heard of, until HE came down 
KR Dio make the region, where love triumphs, known. 
ord i That early love of creatures yet unmade, 
s) Jo frame the world th' ALMIGHTY did perſuade: 
love it was that firſt created light, 
oy'd on the waters, chas'd away the night 


David. 


8 


Over the globe with ſwelling ſails might go, 


138 OF DIVINE LOVE. 


From the rude Chaos: and beſtow'd new grace 
On things diſpos'd of to their proper place; 
Some, to reſt here; and ſome, to ſhine above: 
Earth, ſea, and heav'n, were all th' effects of love, 
And love would be return'd. but, there was none 
That to themfclves, or others, yet were known: 
The world a palace was without a gueſt, 

"Till one appears, that muſt excell the reſt: 


ſ: 


One! like the Au THOR, whoſe capacious mind 
Might, by the glorious work, the Maker find: 
Might meaſure heav'n, and give each ſtar a name; 
With art, and courage, the rough ocean tame; 


And that 'tis round, by his experience know : 
Make ſtrongeſt beaſts obedient to his will, 
And ſerve his uſe the fertil earth to till. 
When, by his Wok p, Gop had accompliſh'd1 
Man to create he did a council call: 0 
Employ'd his hand, to give the duſt he took 
A graceful figure, and majeſtic look: 

With his own breath, convey'd into his breaſt 


Life, and a ſoul fit to command the reſt: [. 
Worthy alone to celebrate his name 0 
For ſuch a gift; and tell from whence it came. I 
Birds fing his praiſes in a wilder note; tk 


But not with laſting numbers, and with thought pn 


CANTO I. 139 


ſan's great prerogative! but above all 
is grace abounds, in his new fav'rite's fall. 
IOhc croate, it is a world he makes; 
„ >2 ar ry, the creation ſhakes: 
e Dios his joit wrath our guilty parents fled; 
1: + crit the earth, but bruis'd the ſerpent's head. 
nidſt the ſtorm, his bounty did exceed, 
the rich promiſe of the VIRGIN 's ſeed; 
ho' juſtice death, as ſatisfaction, craves, 
ove finds a way to pluck us from our graves. 


Cs - 


SANTO HI. 


or willing terror ſhould his image move; 
He gives a pattern of eternal love; 
So deſcends, to treat a peace with thoſe 
hich were, and mult have ever been, his foes, 
or he became, and left his glorious ſeat, 
make us humble, and to make us great: 
Is bus'neſs here was happineſs to give 
> thoſe, whoſe malice could not let him live. 
Legions of angels, which he might have us'd, 
or us reſolv'd to periſh) he refus'd: 
hile they ſtood ready to prevent his loſs, 
ve took him up, and nail'd him to the croſs, 


ughtÞnortal love! which js his bowels reign'd, 
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- We ſhould agree, as angels do above; 
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That we might be by ſuch great love conſtrain'd Wi: 
'To makereturn of love: upon this pole 
Our duty does, and our religion, rowl. 
To love is to believe, to hope, to know ; 
"Tis an eſſay, a taſte, of heav'n below ! 
He to proud potentates would not be known; 
Of thoſe that lov'd him, he was hid from none. 
Till love appear, we live in anxious doubt; 
But ſmoke will vaniſh, when that flame breaks oi 
"This is the fire that would conſume our drofs, 
Refine, and make us richer by the loſs. 

Could we forbear diſpute, and practiſe love, 


I 


W here love preſides: not vice alone does find 
No entrance there, but virtues ſtay behind: 
Both faith, and hope, and all the meaner train 
Of moral virtues, at the door remain. 
Love only enters, as a native there; 
For, born in heav'n, it does but ſojourn herc. 
He that alone v/ould wiſe, and mighty, be, 
Commands that others love, as well as he. 
Love as he lov'd!--- how can we ſoar ſo high? Wi 
He can add wings, when he commands to fly. oi 
Nor ſhould we be with this command diſmay'd;Þu 
He that examples gives, will give his aid: la 
For, he took fleſh, that where his precepts fail, In 


VI 


q Wis practice, as a pattern, may prevail. 

is love at once, and dread, inſtruct our thought; 
man he ſuffer'd, and as Gop he taught. 
Vill, for the deed, he takes; we may with eaſe 
bedient be, for if we love, we pleaſe. 
cak tho we are, to love is no hard taſk ; 
nd love for love is all that heav'n does aſk, 
ove ! that would all men juſt, and temp'rate, make, 
s oufMlind to themſelves, and others, for his ſake. 
"Tis with our minds, as with a fertil ground; 
anting this love, they muſt with weeds abound, 
Unruly paſſions) whoſe effects are worſe 
han thorns, and thiſtles, ſpringing from the curſe. 


L 


CANT O WV. 


| O glory man, or miſery, is born; 

Of his proud foe the envy, or the ſcorn: 
retched he is, or happy, in extreme ; 
aſe in himſelf, but great in heav'n's eſteem: 
Vith love, of all created things the beſt : 
ithout it, more pernicious than the reſt. 
or, greedy wolves unguarded ſheep devour 


h? 
7 


z ydpat while their hunger laſts, and then give o er: 
lan's boundleſs avarice his want exceeds, 
ail, nd on his neighbours, round about him, feeds. 
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And a vex d conſcience, mingling with their joy 


They in whoſe breaſt this ſacred love has place, 
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His pride, and vain ambition, are ſo vaſt, 
That, deluge-like, they lay whole nations waſte: 
Debauches, and exceſs (tho with leſs noiſe) 

As great a portion of mankind deſtroys. 

The beaſts, and monſters, HER cULEs oppreſt, 

Might, in that age, ſome provinces infelt ; 

Theſe more deſtructive monſters are the bane 

Of ev'ry age, and in all nations reign : 

But ſoon would vaniſh, if the world were bleſs'd 

With ſacred love, by which they are repreſs'd. 
Impendent death, and guilt that threatens hell 

Are dreadful gueſts, which here with mortals dwel 


Thoughts of deſpair, does their whole life annoy: 
Bur, love appearing, all thoſe terrors fly ; 
We live contented, and contented die. 


Death, as a paſlage to their joy, embrace. 
Clouds, and thick vapors, which obſcure the day, 
The ſun's victorious beams may chaſe away; 
Thoſe which our life corrupt, and darken, love 
(The nobler ſtar!) muſt from the foul remove. 
Spots are obſerv d in that which bounds the year; 
This brighter ſun moves in a boundleſs ſphere: 
Of heav'n the joy, the glory, and the light; 
Shines among angels, and admits no night. 


CANIO-Y; 


His iron age, (ſo fraudulent, and bold!) 
Touch'd with this love, would be anageof gold: 
ot, as they feign'd, that oaks ſhould honey drop, 
Ir land negle&ed bear an unſown crop: 
ove would make all things eaſy, ſafe, and cheap; 
one for himſelf would either ſow, or reap: 
| Wer feady help, and mutual love, would yield 
| nobler harveſt, than the richeſt field. 

amine, and death, confin'd to certain parts, 
tended are by barrenneſs of hearts, 
ime pine for want, where others ſurfeit now; 
ut then we ſhould the uſe of plenty know. 
ore would betwixt the rich, and needy, ſtand; 
Ind fpread heav'n's bounty with an equal hand: 
t once the givers, and receivers, bleſs ; 
creaſe their joy, and make their ſuff'rings leſs. 
[ho for himſelf no miracle would make, 
Ilpens'd with ſev'ral for the people's fake: 
e that, long faſting, would no wonder ſhow, 
ade loaves, and fiſhes, as they eat them, grow. 
all his pow'r, which boundleſs was above, 
ere he us'd none, but to expreſs his love: 
nd ſuch a love would make our joy exceed, 

ot when our own, but other mouths, we feed. 
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Laws would be uſeleſs, which rude nature awe ; 
Love, changing nature, would prevent the law: 
Tigers, and lions, into dens we thruſt; 

But milder creatures with their freedom truſt. 
Devils are chain'd, and tremble: but the ſpouſe 
No force, but love, nor bond, but bounty, know; 
Men, (whom we now ſo fierce, and dang'rous ſe 
Would guardian angels to cach other be: 

Such wonders can this mighty love perform; 
Vultures to doves, wolves into lanibs trans form 
Love, what IS AT AH propheſy'd, can do, 

Exalt the valleys, lay the mountains low; _ 
Humble the lofty, the dejected raiſe, wf 
Smooth, and make ſtraight, our rough and crook 
Love, ſtrong as death, and like it, levels all; 
With that poileſt, the great in title fall: A 
Themſelves eſteem but equal to the leaſt, 
Whom heav'n with that high character has bleſ. 
This love, the centre of our union, can 

Alone beſtow complete repoſe on man: 

Tame his wild appetite, make inward peace, 
And foreign ſtrife among the nations ceaſe. 

No martial trumpet ſhould diſturb our reſt, 
Nor princes arm, tho' to ſubdue the caſt ; 
Where, for the tomb, ſo many heroes, (taught | 
By thoſe that guided their devotion) fought, 


6 ANT © iis 


Thrice- happy we, could we like ardor have 

To gain his love, as they to win his grave! 

De as he lov'd! a love ſo unconfin'd, 

Wich arms extended, would embrace mankind. 
dell love would ceaſe, or be dilated, when 

wi Ie ſhould behold as many ſelfs, as men: 
lof one family, in blood ally'd, 

lis precious blood, that for our ranſom dy'd ! 


n | CANTO VL 


HO' the creation, (ſo divinely taught!) 
Prints ſuch a lively image in our thought, 

hat the firſt ſpark of new-created light, 

rom Chaos ſtrook, affects our preſent ſight: 

ct, the firſt Chriſtians did eſteem more bleſt 

he day of riſing, than the day of reſt; 

hat ev'ry week might new occaſion give, 

o make his triumph in their mem'ry live. 

ben, let our muſe compoſe a ſacred charm, 

0 keep his blood, among us, ever warm : 

nd ſinging, as the bleſſed do above, 

th our laſt breath dilate this flame of love. 

t, on ſo vaſt a ſubject, who can find 


nt Nerds that may reach th' ideas of his mind? 
| | T 


leſ. 
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Our language fails: or, if it could ſupply, 

What mortal thought can raiſe itſelf ſo high! 

Deſpairing here, we might abandon art, 

And only hope to have it in our heart. 

But, tho' we find this facred taſk too hard, 

Yet the deſign, th' endeavour, brings reward. 

'The contemplation does ſuſpend our woe, 

And make a truce with all the ills we know. 

As SAUL's afflicted ſpirit, from the ſound 

Of Dav1d's harp, a preſent ſolace found: 

So, on this theme while we our muſe engage, 

No wounds are felt, of fortune, or of age. 

On divine love to meditate is peace, 

And makes all care of meaner things to ceaſe. 
Amaz'd at once, and comforted, to find 

A boundleſs pow'r ſo infinitely kind; 

The ſoul contending to that light to flie 

From her dark cell, we practiſe how to die: 

Employing thus the poet's winged art, 

To reach this love, and grave it in our heart. 

Joy ſo complete, fo ſolid, and ſevere, 

Would leave no place for meaner pleaſures there: 

Pale they: would look, as ſtars that muſt be gone, 

When from the caſt the riſing ſun comes on. 


jele. 
IC 


OF THE 
IN TWO CANTOES. 
CANTO I. 


HE fear of God is freedom, joy, and peace; 
And makes all ills that vex us here to ceaſe: 


ho the word, fear, ſome men may ill indure, 
lis ſuch a fear, as only makes ſecure. 


k of no angel to reveal thy fate ; 

look in thy heart, the mirror of thy ſtate. 

e that invites will not th' invited mock ; 

pning to all, that do in earneſt knock. 

ur hopes are all well-grounded on this fear ; 

our aſſurance rolls upon that ſphere. 

his fear, that drives all other fears away, 

all be my ſong ; the morning of our day! 

here that fear is, there's nothing to be fear'd; 

brings from heav'n an angel for a guard: 

ranquility, and peace, this fear does give; 

ell gapes for thoſe that do without it live. 

is a beam, which he on man lets fall, 

light; by which he made, and governs, all. 
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"Tis God alone ſhould not offended be; Jo! 
But we pleaſe others, as more great than he. his 
For a good cauſe, the ſufferings of man | (or 
May well be born: 'tis more than angels can, ot] 
Man, ſince his fall, in no mean ſtation reſts, th 
Above the angels, or below the beaſts. eſs 
He with true joy their hearts does only fill, en 
That thirſt, and hunger, to perform his will. nd 
Others, tho' rich, ſhall in this world be vext; Nur 
And ſadly live, in terror of the next. (Wich 


The * world's great conqu'ror would his point py 
And wept, becauſe he could not find a new: 
Which had he done, yet ſtill he would have cry 
To make him work, until a third he ſpy'd. 
Ambition, avarice, will nothing owe 

To heav'n itſelf, unleſs it make them grow. orc 
Tho' richly fed, man's care does ſtill exceed: 
Has but one mouth, yet would a thouſand feed, 
In wealth, and honor, by ſuch men poſleſt, 

If it increaſe not, there is found no reſt. 

All their delight is while their wiſh comes in; 
Sad when it ſtops, as there had nothing been. 
"Tis ſtrange, men ſhould neglect their preſent ſtd 
And take no joy, but in purſuing more; 


Alexander. 
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lo tho! arriv'd at all the world can aim: 4 
his is the mark, and glory, of our frame. | 
| ſoul capacious of the Deity, 

lothing, but he that made, can fatisfy. 

thouſand worlds, if we with him compare, 

eſsthan ſo many drops of water are. 

en take no pleaſure, but in new deſigns: | 
nd what they hope for, what they have,out-ſhines. 
ur ſheep, and oxen, ſeem no more to crave; 

ith full content feeding on what they have: 

x not themſelves for an increaſe of ſtore; 

t think to-morrow we ſhall give them more. 

hat we from day to day receive from heav'n, 

hey do from us expett it ſhould be giv'n. 

ſe made them not, yet they on us rely; 

ore than vain men upon the Deity: 

ore beaſts than they! that will not underſtand, 

at we are fed from his immediate hand. 

an, that in him has being, moves, and lives, 

hat can he have, or uſe, but what he gives? 

that no bread can nouriſhment afford, 

uſeful be, without his ſacred word. 


ed, 


; 
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GANT 0 I 


AR praiſes conquerors for ſhedding bloodWo! 
Heav'n, thoſe that love their foes, and do then 
It is terreſtrial honor, to be crown'd [900 
For ſtrowing men, like ruſhes, on the ground. 
True glory 'tis to riſe above them all, 
Without th' advantage taken by their fall. 
He that in fight diminiſhes mankind, 

Does no addition to his ſtature find: 
But, he that does a noble nature ſhow, 
Obliging others, ſtill does higher grow. 

For virtue practis'd ſuch an habit gives, 
That among men he like an angel lives. 
Humbly he doth, and without envy, dwell; 
Lov'd, and admir'd, by thoſe he does excell. 
Fools anger ſhew, which politicians hide: 
Bleſt with this fear, men let it not abide. 

'The humble man, when he receives a wrong, 


Refers revenge to whom it doth belong. dil 
Nor ſees he reaſon why he ſhould engage, Wo 
Or vex his ſpirit, for another's rage. 
Plac'd on a rock, vain men he pities toſt er, 
On raging waves, and in the tempeſt loſt, 


CANT O 11. 


be rolling planets, and the glorious ſun, 

l keep that order which they firſt begun: 
ey their firſt leſſon conſtantly repeat, 

hich their CREATOR, as a law, did ſet. 
ove, below, exactly all obey : 

t wretched men have found another way; 
owledge of good, and evil, as at firſt, 


hat vain perſuaſion!) keeps them till accurſt! 
e ſacred word refuſing as a guide, 


yes they become to luxury, and pride. 
clocks, remaining in the ſkilful hand 

ſome great maſter, at the figure ſtand; 
when abroad, neglected they do go, 
random ſtrike, and the falſe hour do ſhow : 
from our MAKER wandering, we ſtray; 
te birds, that know not to their neſts the way. 
him we dwelt before our exile here: 

d may, returning, find contentment there: 
e joy may find, perfection of delight; 

old his face, and ſhun eternal night. 


151 


dilence, my muſe! make not theſe jewels cheap, 
oling to the world too large an heap. 
all we read, the ſacred writ is beſt ; 


ere great truths are in feweſt words expreſt. 
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Wreſtling with death, theſe lines I did indie, 
No other theme could give my ſoul delight. 
O, that my youth had thus employ'd my pen' 
Or, that I now could write as well as then' 
But 'tis of grace, if ſickneſs, age, and pain, 
Are felt as throes, when we are born again: 
Timely they come to wean us from this earth: 
As pangs that wait upon a ſecond birth. 
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| REFLECTIONS 
| UPON THE SEVERAL 


PE -T-1-4 1-0 NS 


IN THE 


LORD: PRAYER 


| | þ S facred name, with reverence profound, 


Should mention'd be, and trembling at the 
ſound! 


was JEHOVAH; 'tis OUR FATHER now; 

dlow to us does heav'n vouchſafe to bow! * 

e brought it down, that taught us how to pray; 
nd did ſo dearly for our ranſom pay. 

IT. * His kingdom come”. for this we pray in vain, 
nleſs he does in our affections reign: 

ſurd it were to wiſh for ſuch a king, 

d not obedience to his ſceptre bring: 

hoſe yoke is eaſy, and his burden light; 

s ſervice freedom, and his judgments right. 

II. © His will be done”. In fact tis always done; 
It, as in heav'n, it muſt be made our own: 


nf P $A L. Xviii. 9. 
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1 154 REFLECTIONS ON 
His will ſhould all our inclinations ſway, 
| Whom nature, and the univerſe, obey. 
Ii Happy the man! whoſe wiſhes are confin'd 
To what has been eternally deſign'd: 
Referring all to his paternal care, 
To whom more dear, than to ourſelves, we are. 
IV. It is not what our avarice hoards up; 
"Tis he that feeds us, and that fills our cup: 
Like new-born babes, depending on the breaſt, 
| From day to day, we on his bounty feaſt. 
| Nor ſhould the ſoul expect above a day, 
To dwell in her frail tenement of clay: 
The ſetting ſun ſhould ſeem to bound our race, 
And the new day a gift of ſpecial grace. | 
V. That he ſhouldall our treſpaſſes forgive, 
While we in hatred with our neighbours live; 
'Tho' fo to pray may ſeem an eaſy taſk, 
We curſe ourſelves when thus inclin'd we ask. 
This pray'r to uſe, we ought with equal care 
Our ſouls, as to the facrament, prepare. 
The nobleſt worſhip of the pow'r above, 
Is to extoll, and imitate, his love: 
Not to forgive our enemies alone; 
But, uſe our bounty that they may be won. 
VI. Guard us from all temptations of the foc 
And thoſe we may in ſeveral ſtations know: 
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The rich, and poor, in flipp'ry places ſtand: 
ive us enough! but, with a ſparing hand! 
ot ill-perſuading want; nor wanton wealth; 
zut, what proportion'd is to life, and health. 
| or, not the dead, but living, ſing thy praiſe ; 
xalt thy kingdom, and thy glory raiſe. 


Favete hinguis ! **** 
Virginibus pueriſque canto, HORAT. 


be, 


* 
* 


| os 


ON THE FOREGOLNG 


DIVINE POEMS. , 


HEN we for age could neither read, nor writ: 
The ſubject made us able to indite: 
The ſoul, with nobler reſolutions deckt, 
The body ſtooping, docs herſelf erect: 
No mortal parts are requiſite to raiſe 
Her, that unbody'd can her Mak ER praiſe. 
The ſcas are quiet, when the winds give o'er : 
So, calm are we, when paſſions arc no more! 
For, then we know how vain it was to boaſt 
_ Of fleeting things, ſo certain to be loſt. 
Clouds of affection from our younger eyes 
Conceal that emptineſs, which age deſeries. 
The ſoul's dark cottage, batter'd, and decay, 
Lets-in new light, thro' chinks that time has mad 
Stronger by weakneſs, wiſer, men become, 
As they draw near to their eternal home. 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view, B 
That ſtand upon the threſhold of the new. 


* * * Miratur limen olympi. Vx 


[ha 
he 
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A 
VERNAL HYMN, 


IN PRAISE OF THE 


CREAT ON 


RisE, my muſe: awake thy ſleeping lyre, 
And fan with tuneful airs thy languid fire. 
dn daring pinions rais'd, low themes deſpiſe ; 
ut ſtretch thy wings in yon' bright azure ſkies. 
Let not this chearful prime, theſe genial days, 
filence paſs, ſo friendly to thy lays. 
„Hark! how the birds, on ev ry blooming ſpray, 
C ith ſpritely notes accuſe thy dull delay: 
* tc how the ſpring, adorn'd with gaudy pride 
nd youthful beauty, ſmiles on ev'ry ſide! 
ere painted flow'rs in gay confuſion grow; 
Fi here chryſtal ſtreams in wild meanders flow: 
he ſprouting trees their leafy honours wear, 
nd zephyrs whiſper thro' the balmy air. 
Il things to verſe invite, but, O! my muſe, 
bat lofty theme, what ſubje& wilt thou chuſe? 
he praiſe of wine let vulgar bards indite, 
nd love's ſoft joys in wanton ſtrains recite ; 


11 


158 HYMN, IN PRAISE OF 


With nobler thoughts do thou my ſoul inſpire, 
And with diviner warmth my boſom fire. | lays, 
Thee, BEST and GREATEST! let my gratefu 
Parent of univerſal nature, praiſe! 
All things are full of thee ! where-c'er mine ey: 
Is turned, I ſtill thy preſent Godhead fpy ! 
Each herb the footſteps of thy wiſdom bears, 
And every blade of graſs thy pow'r declares ! 
As yon clear lake the pendent image ſhows 
Of ev'ry flow'r that on its border grows; 
So, in the fair creation's glaſs, we find 
A faint reflection of th' eternal mind. 
Wl hate'er of goodneſs and of excellence 
In nature's various ſcene accoſt the ſenſe, 
To thee alone their whole perfection owe, 
From thee, as from their proper fountain, flow. 
Fair are the ſtars, that grace the ſable night, 
And beauteous is the dawn of roſie light; 
Lovely the proſpect, that each flow'ry field, 
"Theſe limpid ſtreams and ſhady foreſts yield; 
'To thee compar'd, nor fair the ſtars of night, 
Nor beauteous is the dawn of roſie light; 
Nor lovely is the ſcene, each flow'ry field, 
The limpid ſtreams and ſhady foreſts yield. 
Incapable of bounds, above all height, 
Thou art inviſible to mortal ſight ; 


THE CREATOR, 159 


[hy-ſelf thy palace! and, ſuſtain'd by thee, 

lh live and move in thy immenſity. 
Iny voice omnipotent did infant- day 
pro the dark realms of empty ſpace diſplay, 
his glorious arch of heav'nly ſapphire rear, 
Ind fpread this canopy of liquid air. 
At thy command, the (tary hoſt, the ſun, 
nd moon, unerringly their courſes run; 
eaſeleſs they move, obſequious to fullfil 
the taſk aſſign'd by thy almighty will. 
hy vital pow'r, diffus'd from pole to pole, 
pires and animates this ample whole. 
If thou wert abſent, the material maſs 
ou'd without motion lie in boundleſs ſpace. 
he ſun, arreſted in his ſpiral way, 
o longer wovu'd diſpenſe alternate day; 
breathleſs calm wou'd huſh the ſtormy wind, 
d a new froſt the flowing rivers bind. 
Wharte'er, thro' falfe philoſophy, is thought 
d be by Chance or Parent-Nature wrought, 
om thee alone proceeds. with timely rain 
ou fate'ſt the thirſty field and ſpringing grain. 
[pir'd by thee, the northern tempeſts ſweep 
he bending corn, and toſs the foamy deep: 
ſpir d by thee, the ſofter ſouthern breeze 
afts fragrant odours thro” the trembling trees. 


166 IN PRAISE OF THE CREATOR. 


By thee conducted thro' the darkſom caves 
And veins of hollow earth, the briny waves 
In bubbling ſprings and fruitful fountains riſe, | 
And ſpout their ſweeten'd ſtreams againſt the ſkic, 
By thee, the brutal kind are taught to chuſe 
Their proper good, and noxious things refuſe; 
Hence each conforms his actions to his place, 
Knows to preſerve his life, and propagate his race 


Hence the wiſe conduct of the painful bee; Th 
Who future want does conſtantly foreſee, LL. 
Contrive her waxen cells with curious {kill, Th. 


And with rich ſtores of gather'd honey fill. 


Hence the gay birds, that ſport in fluid air, 


Soft neſts, to lodge their callow young, prepare, 

Rear with unweari'd toil the tender brood, 

From harms protect, and furniſh 'em with food, 
But man, whom thy peculiar grace defign'd 

The image of thine own eternal mind, 

Man, thy chief favourite, thou did'ſt inſpire 


With a bright ſpark of thy celeſtial fire. 


Rich with a thinking ſoul, with piercing eye 
He views the ſpacious earth and diſtant ſky ; 
And ſees the various marks of {kill divine, 
That in each part of nature's ſyſtem ſhine. 
Him therefore it becomes, in grateful lays, 
To ſing his bountcous maker's ſolemn praiſe. 
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PAR. A PHRAS D. 


REAT ſoy'reign of the world, thy glorious name 
And boundleſs praiſe, I ever will proclaim. 
Whether the morn with riſing light inveſt, 
Ir night with ſable ſhades o'erſpread the eaſt ; 
[he ſmiling morn thy bounteous love ſhall hear, 
Ind lining night thy conſtant truth revere: 
[he lute and harp ſhall join my willing voice, 
Ind the loud cymbal add its tuneful noiſe. 
V hilt in my mind thy matchleſs deeds I weigh, 
ndall thy works in ſilent thought ſurvey, 
he pleaſing theme my raviſh'd boſom fires, 
nd ſacred hymns ſpontaneouſly inſpires! 
hy greatneſs who can tell! or who can trace 
be wiſdom of thy providential ways! 
t will audacious man preſume to blame 
conduct, and aſperſe thine awful name. 
ke ſome green herb, whick on the ſpringing mead, 
genial ſhow'rs refreſh'd, uprears its head, 
he wicked ſeem awhile ; but vengeance due 
on quells their pride, and blaſts the guilty crew: 
t thou art {till the ſame: thou ne'er canſt know 
c. Pe changes that affect this world below. 
X 


= 
CD 
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Thine enemies, O God! an impious banꝗ, 

Shall periſh ſoon by thy deſtroying hind 
Mean-while the righteous, like the goodly hei ght 

Of the fair palm, ſhall flouriſh to the ſight; 

Orlike a cedar, that majeſtic grows 

On Lebanon, and wide extends its boughs. 

The tree, that in thy temple's courts ſhall ſhoot 
Deep inthe hallow'd ground its ſpreading root, | 


Loaded with fruits, with fadeleſs bloſſoms gay, 
Shall flouriſh ſtill, nor ever know decay. 


With ſuch abundant favour thou wilt bleſs 
Thoſe who thy venerable nameconfels, 
That all the nations ſhall be forc'd to own 
Thy perfect laws, and worſhip at thy throne, 


1e 


163 
PSALM CXLVI. 


PARAPHRASD. 


I 
v pions hymns and conſecrated lays, 
Whilſt vital ſtreams my beating veins ſhall ſwell, 
treat Author of the world! thy deathleſs praiſe, 
And glorious deeds, my joyful tongue ſhall tell. 
II. 
et not thy heart a fond aſſurance place 
| In any carchly monarch's fav'ring (mile; 
or from the mortal aid of human race 
| With hopes ot lalting bliſs thy ſoul beguile. 
III. 
pon to their native duſt return again 
The ſons of men, at death's impartial call; 
hen vaniſh into air their counſels vain, 
And to the ground their empty projects fall. 
. | 
hrice happy he, that on th' eternal king 
For fuccour and defence alone relies, 
nd ſafe beneath the ſhadow of his wing 
Serenely ſits, and threatning ills defies. 


X 2 
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V. 
Him all things both in heav'n and earth obey, 
Their Great Creator and Almighty Lord; 
Sooner the ſun from his fixt courſe may ſtray, 
Than Iſrael's God forget his ſacred word. 
VI. | 
The Lord aſſerts the poor man's rightful cauſe, þ 
And frees from tort'ring bonds the pris ners fee, \ 
Reſcues the helpleſs from th' oppreſſor's jaws, F 
And fatisfies the hungry ſoul with meat. 


VII. 1 

The blind, in mercy he reſtores to fight, C 
New health and vigour on the ſick beſtows; I 
But in the righteous is his chief delight; I 
On them his cver-ſtreaming favour flows. V 


VIII. A 

He to the ſtranger, widow, orphan, proves 

A faithful friend, a huſband, father kind; 

And far from each the miſchiefs he removes, 
And guilful wrongs by impious men deſign d. 

R N 

Thy King, O Sion! ſhall for ever reign; 

No end ſhall his eternal empire know, 1 

Long as their place the ſtars of heav'n maintain, 
And rivers to the thirſty ocean flow. 1] 
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PS ALM XXIII. 
PARAPHRASED. 
1. 
T* E Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care: 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye; 
ce My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my mid. night hours defend. 
H. 
When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant ; 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads 
My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the verdant landſkip flow. 
III. 
Tho! in the paths of death J tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 
nd. Ny ſteadfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art-with me ſtill ; 
hy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful ſhade. 
Tho' in a bare and rugged way, 
1 hrough devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 
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Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile , 
The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile; 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 


S ALM XIX. 
PARAPHRASED. | 


J. | 
HE ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue etherial ſky, 
And ſpangled heav'ns, a ſhining frame: 
Their great original proclaim: 
TH unwearied ſun, from day to day, 
Does his creator's pow'r diſplay, 


And publiſhes to every land | 
'The work ofan Almighty hand. 

9 1 

Soon as the evening ſhades prevail, [4 

'Themoon takes up the wondrous tale, ta 


And nightly to the liſtning earth 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 


Whilſt all the ſtars that round her burn, ay 
And all the planets in their turu, ; 
Confirm thetidings as they roll, b 


And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. G 


A HYMN OF GRATITUDE. 
III. 
What though, in ſolemn ſilence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball? 
What tho' nor real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found? 
In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever ſinging, as they ſhine, 
The hand that made us is divine. 


A HYMN OF GRATITUDE. 


I. 
HEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
My riſing ſoul ſurveys ; 
ranſported with the view, I'm loſt 
In wonder, love, and praiſe: 
II. 
) how ſhall words with equal warmth 
The gratitude declare, 
hat glows within my raviſh'd heart? 
But thou canſt read it there. | 
8 
hy providence my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 
hen in the ſilent womb I lay, 


And hung upon the breaſt. 


1 A HYMN 


- When in the lipp'ry paths of youth 


IV. 
To all my weak complaints and cries, 
Thy mercy lem »n car, 
Ere yet my feeble, oughts had learnt 
To form themſelves in pray'r, 
V. 
Unnumber'd comforts to my ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, } 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd 


From whom thoſe comforts flow'd. 
VI. 


With heedleſs ſteps I ran, 
Thine armunſeen convey'd me ſafe 
And led me up to man; 


VII. | V 
Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 
It gently clear'd my way: M 


And through the pleaſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. | 
VIII. IT 
When worn with ſickneſs oft haſt thou | 
With health renew'd my face, Fe 
And when in ſins and ſorrow ſunk 
Reviv'd my ſoul with grace. 


OF GRATITUDE. 
IX. 
Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliſs 
Has made my cup run o'er, 
And in a kind and faithful end 
Has doubled all my ſto . 
X. 
Ten thouſand thouſand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ, 
Noris the leaſt a chearful heart, 
That taſtes thoſe gifts with joy. 4 
XI. 1 
Through every period of my life 
I hy goodneſs I'll purſue; 
And after death in diſtant worlds 
Theglorious theme renew. 
XII. 
When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 
My ever-grateful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſhall adore. 
XIII. 
Through all eternity to thee 
| A joyful ſong III raiſe, 
For oh! eternity's too ſhort 


To utter all thy praiſe, 
Y 


MESSIAH: l 


A C: 


SACRED ECLOGUE, Wi 


Co:MPOS'D OF SEVERAL PASSAGES Or 


ISAIAH THE PROPHET, 


WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF VIRGIL'S POLLLIO. 


E nymphs of Solyma! begin the ſong, 
To heav'nly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong 
Ihe mofly fountains, and the ſylvan ſhades, 
'T he dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more O thou my voice inſpire, 
Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow'd lips with fire! 
RAPT Into future times, the bard begun, 
* A virgin ſhall conceive, a virgin bear a ſon! 
From [efle's root beholda branch ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred flow'r with fragrance fills the {kic 
Th acthereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
Andon its top deſcends the myſtic dove. 
f Ye heav'ns ! from high the dewy near pour H. 
And in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r! do 
+ The ſick and weak, the healing Plant ſhall ai 


From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. 


® ISALAE, cap. Xi, 1. cap. Xlv. 8. f cap. XXV. 4 
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All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient Fraud ſhall fail; 
Returning Jultice lift aloft her ſcale; 
-1ce o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. 
vift fly the years, and rife th' expected morn ! 
b ſor ing to light, auſpicious babe be born 
e nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 
h all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring: 
ce lot Lebanon his head advance, 

nodding foreſts on the mountains dance, 

e ſpicy clouds from lowly Sharon tiſe 
ng nd Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkics! 

[Hark!a gli voice the lonely defart chears; 

tepare the way! a God, a God appears: 
A God! a God! the vocal hills reply, 
he rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 


re, 


d carth receives him from the bending ſkies! 

k down ye mountains, and ye vallies riſe ! 

th heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 

kic ſmooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way! 

de SAVIOUR comes! by ancient bards foretold ; 
Hear him, ye deaf, and all ye blind behold! 

pour He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 


don the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day. 


Wl! ald „ cap. ix. 7. + cap. xxxv. 2. j cap. xl. 3, 4. 
® F+ cap xlii. 18. Ff cap. xxxv. 5, 6. 


12 


a 


I Mankind ſhall thus his guardian care engage, 
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"Tis he th' obſtructed path of ſound ſhall clear, Eh 
And bid new muſic charm th' untolding car. n. 
The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, Þ 1 
And leap exulting like the bounding roc; ee: 
No ſigh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, ne 


From ev'ry face he wipes off ev ry tear. 

* In adamantine chains ſhall Death be bound, 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
+ As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freſheſt paſtures and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wandring ſheep direQs, 
By day o'erſces them, and by night protects; 
'I he tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms: 


fa 
VN 


| he 


'Thepromis'd father of the future age. 

TT No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 
Nor ardent warriors mcet with hateful eyes, he 
Nor ficlds with gleaming ſtecl be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 
But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
And the broad falchionin a plow-ſhare end. 
17 Then palaces ſhall riſe ; the joyful ſon 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun; 


cap. xxv. 8. q cap. xl. 11. | Cap. ix. 6, 
Ff cap. ii. 4. It cap, Ixv. 21, 22, 


; 


| 


} 


Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the field. 
The ſwain in barren deſarts with ſurpriſe 
bes lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe, 
Ind ſtarts amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 
ew falls of water murmuring in his car: 
n rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 
he green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
Waſte ſandy vailies, once perplex'd with thorn, . 
he ſpiry fir and ſhaply box adorn : 

o leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed, 
nd od'rous myrtle to the noilome weed. 
The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant 
mead, _ 
nd boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead; 
the ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 
nd harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's fect. 
he ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
he creſted baſiliſł and ſpeckled ſnake ; 
as'd, the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey, 
d with their forky tongue and pointleſs ſting 
ſhall play. 
Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem riſe! 
alt thy tow'ry head; and lift thy eyes; | 


cap. xxxv. 1, 7. + cap. xli. 19, and cap. Iv. 13, 
| cap. xi. 6, 7, 8. 4+ cap. IX. 1. 
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f No more the riſing ſun ſhall gild the morn, 


But fix d his word, his ſaving pow'r remains, 
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* See, a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn ; 
See future ſons and daughters yet unborn 
In crowding ranks on ev'ry ſide ariſe, 
Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies! 

F See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate king 
+ And heap'd with products of Sabaean ſpriugs 
For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 

And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 

And break upon theein a flood of day ! 


Nor evening Cynthia fill her ſilver horn, 

But loſt, diſſolv d in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 

O'erflow thy courts: the LIGHT HIMSELI 
ſhall ſhine 

Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 

I} The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkiesin ſmoke decay, 

Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away; | 


Wo 


Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſſiah reigns, 


P cap. Ix, 4+ ＋ cap. Ix. 3. 1 cap. Ix, 6. Tt cap. Ix. 19, 20, i 
tt cap. li. 9. and cap. liv. 10. | | 
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CHRIS TS PASSIO 


TAKEN OUT OP A 


GREEK: 0:DE; 


WRITTEN BY MR. MASTERS OF NEW-COLLEGE iN OXFORD, 


I. 

1 

s! Nough, my muſe, of earthly things, 
And inſpirations but of wind, 


Take up thy lute, and to it bind ö 

Loud and everlaſting ſtrings; ] 

And on em play and to em ſing, 

The happy mournful ſtorics, 

The lamentable glories, 

Of the great crucified king. 

lountainous heap of wonders! which does riſe 

Till earth thou joyneſt with the ſkies ! 

00 large at bottom, and at top too high, ; 

Jo be half ſeen by mortal eye. 

a How ſhall I graſp this boundleſs thing ! 

| What ſhall I play? what ſhall I ſing? 1 

| ſing the mighty riddle of myſterious love, W 

zus, FThich neither wretched men below, nor bleſſed * 
ſpirits above 

2 With all their comments can explain; 


ow all the whole worlds Life to die did not diſdain, 


WG Ee 
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11. 
II ſing the ſearchleſs depths of the compaſſion WU, 
divine, 
The depths unfathom'd yet 
By reaſon's plummet, and the line of wit. 
'Too light the plummet, and too ſhort the lin: 


How the eternal Father did beſtow . 
His own cternal ſon as ranſom for his foe, 
I'll ſing aloud, that all the world may hear 
'Thetriumph of the buried conqueror. 
How hell was by its pris'ner captive led, 
And the great ſlayer, death, flain by the dead. 
III. 
Methinks J hear of murthered men the voice, 
Mixt with the murderers confuſed noiſe, 
Sound from the top of Calvary; 
My greedy eyes fly up the hill, and ſee 
Who 'tis hangs there the midmoſt of the thre 
Oh how unlike the others he! 
Look how he bends his gentle head with bleflin 
from the tree ! 
His gracious hands nc'er ſtretcht but to do good 
Are nail'd to the infamous wood; 
And ſinful man does fondly bind 


The arms, which he extends t embrace all hum 
kind. TT” 


pe 
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Unhappy man, canſt thou ſtand by, and ſce 
All this as patient, as he? 


Since be rhy fins does bear, 
Make 1/154 his ſufferings thine own, 
nh And and ſigh, and groan, 
| Ard Sg thy breaſt, and tear 
Thy garment and thy hair, 
And let thy grief, and let thy love 
Through all thy bleeding bowels move. 

oſt thou not ſee thy prince in purple clad all o're, 
ot purple brought from the Sidonian ſhore, 
ut made at home with richer gore ? 
Joſt thou not ſee the roſes, which adorn 

Thy thorny garland, by him worn ? 

Doſt thou not ſee the livid traces 

Of the ſharp ſcourges rude embraces : 

If yet thou feeleſt not the ſmart 

Of thorns and ſcourges in thy heart, 

If that be yet not crucity'd, 

Look on his hands, look on his feet, look on 

his ſide. 
V. 
pen, oh! open wide the fountains of thine eyes, 
hum And let them call 
Their ſtock of moiſture forth where e'rit lies, 
Z 


— — 
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For this wil! a{k it all. 
T would all (alas) too little be if 
Though thy ſalt tears come from a ſea; 
Canſt thou deny him this, when he 
Has open'd all his vital ſprings for thee ? 
Take hecd ; for by his ſides myſterious flood 
May well be underſtood, 
That he will ſtill require fome waters to his blood. 


IS AI A H. Al- 
J. 


Wake and with attention hear, 
Thou drowſic world, for it concerns thee neu 
Awake, I fay, and liſten well, 
To what from God, I, his loud prophet, tell. 
Bid both the poles ſuppreſs their ſtormy noiſe, 
And bid the roaring fea contain its voice. 
Be {till chou ſea, be ſtill thou air and earth, 
Still as old chaos before motions birth. 
A dreadful hoſt of judgments is gone out ; 
In ſtrength and number more 


'Than c're was rais'd by God before, Ye 
To ſcourge the rebel world, and march it round Ich 


about. 


N. 


PARAPHRASED, LEP 
| II. 
[ſee the ſword of God brand iſht above; 
And from it ſtreams a diſmal ray; 
I ſee the ſcabbard caſt aw ay. 


ow red anon with ſlaughter willit prove! 


Hlow u ill it ſweat and reakin blood! 

How will the ſcarlet- glutton be o'regorged with hi 
Ml food! 

| And devour all the mighty feaſt! 

| Nothing ſoon but bones will reſt. 

od does a ſolemn ſacriſice prepare; 

But not of oxen, nor of rams, 

| Nor of kids, nor of their dams, 

Not of heifers, nor ot lambs, 

he altar all the land, and all men in't the victims 
are, | 

nce wicked mens more guilty blood to ſpare, 

he beaſts ſo long have ſacrificed been. 

nce men their birth-right forfeit ſtill by ſin, 

is fit at laſt beaſts their reyenge ſhould have, 

nd ſacrificed men their better brethren ſave, 


III. 


So will they fall, ſo will they flee; 
und ch will the creatures wild diſtraction be, 
When at the final doom, 
Nature and time ſhall both be ſlain, 
WA 


Ä N th AAXIYV; 
Shall ſtruggle with death's pangs in «an, 
And the whole world their funeral pile >-come. 
The wide-ſtretcht ſcrowl of heaven, hich wel 
Immortal as the deity think, 
With all the beauteous characters that in it 
With ſuch deep ſenſe by God's own hand were 
| writ, 
Whoſe cloquence though we underſtand not, we 
admire, 
Shall crackle, and the parts together ſhrink 
Like parchment in a fire. 
'Th' exhauſted ſun to th' moon no more ſhall lend 


But truly then headlong into the ſea deſcend. 


'The glittering hoſt, now in ſuch fair array, 

So proud, ſo well appointed, and ſo gay, 

Like fearful troops in ſome ſtrong ambuſh ta'ne, 

Shall ſome fly routed, and ſome fall ſlain, 

Thick as ripe fruit, or yellow leaves in autumn fall 

With ſuch a violent ſtorm as blows down tree and 
all. Pen 

IV. 
And thou, O curſed land, 

Which wilt not ſee the precipice where thou dol 

ſtand, 


Though thou ſtand'ſt juſt upon the brink ; 
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[hou of this poyſoned bowl the bitter dregs ſhalt 
| drink. 
Thy rivers and thy lakes ſhall ſo 
With human blood oreflow ; 
hat they ſhall fetch the ſlaughter'd corps away, 
hich in the fields around unburied lay, 
nd rob the beaſts and birds to give the fiſh their 
ve prey. 
he rotting corps ſhall ſo infect the air; 
get ſuch plagues and putried venomes there, 
That by thine own dead ſhall be ſlain, 
leu All thy few living that remain. 
As one who buys, ſurveys a ground, 
the deſtroying angel meaſures it round. 
So careful and ſo ſtrict he is, 
t any nook or corner he ſhould miſs. 
He walks about the periſhing nation, 
fal ine behind him ſtalks and empty deſolation. 
V. 
en ſhall the market and the pleading place 
choakt with brambles and o'regrown with graſs, 
he ſerpents through thy ſtreets ſhall rowl, 
doi in thy lower rooms the wolves ſhall how], 
| thy gilt chambers lodge the raven and the owl, 
:: Fall the wing'd ill omens of the aire, 5 


je, 


and 
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Though no new-ills can be fore-boded there, 1 

The lyon then ſhall to the leopard ſay, 
Brother leopard come aw y; 

Behold a land which God has giv'n us in prey! 

Behold a land from whence we ſee 

Mankind expulſt, his and our common enemie! 


The brother leopard ſhakes himſelf, and docs not 


ſtay. / 
VL ] 

The glutted vulturs ſhall expect in vain 
New armies to be ſlain. on 


Shall find at laſt the buſineſs done, 


Leave their conſumed quarters, and be gone, 


TH unburied ghoſts ſhall ſadly moan, 
TheSatyrs laugh to hear them groan. 
The evil ſpirits that delight 
To dance and revel in the maſk of night. 
The moon and ſtars, their ſole ſpectator ſhall af WY Fe 


fright. 0 
And if of loſtmankind 
Ougnt happen to be left behind, Nh 1 


If any reliques but remain, 
They in the dens ſhall lurk, beaſts in the palaces Yaſs 
ſhall reign. etc 
on ; 
] 
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e 

Leave mortality, and things below; 
[ have no time in compliments to waſt, 

Farewel to 'ye all in haſt, 

For Iam call'd to go. 
A whirlwind bears up my dull feer, 
Th' officious clouds beneath them meet. 

And (lo!) I mount, and (lo!) 


ow ſmall the biggeſt parts of earths proud tittle 
ſhow ! 


U 


II. p 
here ſhall I find the noble Britiſh land ? 
Lat laſt a northern ſpeck eſpie, 
W hich in the ſea does lie, 
And ſcems a grain o'th' ſand ! 
For this will any ſin, or bleed? 
Of civil wars is this the meed ? 
And is it this, alas, which we 
1 irony of words!) do call Great Britannie ? 
III. 
ces gels by th' arched magazins, which hold 
eternal ſtores of froſt, and rain, and ſnow ; 
Dry, and ſecure I go, 
Nor ſhake with fear, or cold, 


af- 
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Without affright or wonder, 
I meet clouds charg'd with thunder, 
And lightnings in my way 
Like harmleſs lambent fires about my temples play 
Now into a gentle ſea of rowling flame 
I'm plung'd, and till mount higher there, 
As flames mount up through aire. 7 
So perfect, yet ſo tame, 
So great, ſo pure, ſo bright a fire 
Was that unfortunate deſire, \ 
My faithful breaſt did cover, 
Then, when I was of late a wretched mortal loy 
V. 
Through ſeveral orbs which one fair planet bear; 
Where behold diſtinctly as I paſs 
'The hints of Galilaco's glaſs, 
I toucht at laſt the ſpangled ſphere. 
Here all th'extended ſkie 
Is but one galaxie, H 
"Tis all fo bright and gay, he 
And the joynt eyes of night make up a perfect Ai 
VI. 
Where am I now ? angels and God is here ; 
An unexhauſted ocean of delight 
Swallows my ſenſes quite, 


— 


ot 


dull 


e! 
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And drowns all what, or how, or where. 
Not Paul, who firſt did thither paſs, 


And this great world's Columbus was, 
The tyrannous pleaſure could expreſs. 
)h'tis too much for man! but let it ne er be leſs. 
VII. 
he mighty Elijah mounted ſo on high, 
hat ſecond man, who leapt the ditch where all 
The reſt of mankind fall, 
And went not downwards to the ſkie. 
With much of pomp and ſhow 
(As conquering kings in triumph go) 
Did he to hcav'n approach, 
nd wondrous was his way, and wondrous was his 
VIII. | coach. 
was gawdy all, and rich in every part, 
f eſſences, of gems, and ſpirit of gold 
Was its ſubſtantial mold ; 
Drawn forth by chymique angels art. 
Here with moon-beams 'twas filver'ed bright, 
dere double-gilt with the ſun's light 
& du And myſtique ſhapes cut round in it, 
ures that did tranſcend a vulgar angel's wit. 
IX. 
e horſes were of temper d lightning made, 
all that in heav'ns beauteous paſtures feed, 


Aa 


ay 


loy 


Cal | 
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The nobleſt, ſprightful'ſt breed, 
And flaming mains their necks array'd, 
They all were ſhod with diamond, 
Not ſuch as here are found, 
But ſuch light ſolid onesas ſhine 
On the tranſparent rocks o'th' heaven cryſtalline. 
X. 
Thus mounted the great prophet to the ſkies; 
Aſtoniſht men who oft had ſeen ſtars fall, 
Or that which ſo they call, 
Wondred from hence to ſce one riſe. 
The ſoft clouds melted him away, 
The ſnow and froſts which in it lay 
A while the ſacred footſteps bore, 
The wheels and horſes hoofs hizz'd as they paſt 


them ore. 


al 


XI. 
He paſt by th' moon and planets, and did fright 
All the worlds there which at this meteor gaz'd, 
And their aſtrologers amaz'd 
With the' unexampled fight. 
But where he ſtopt will ne'er be known, 
Till Phoenix nature aged grown 
To'a better being do aſpire, 
And mount her ſelf, like him, to eternity in fire, 
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SOLITUDE 


——0 QUIS ME GELIDIS SUB MONTIBUS AEuI 
SISTAT, ET INGENTI RAMORUM PROTEGAT UM» 


BRA. 
VIRG. GEORG, 


1. 
al, old Patrician trees, ſo great and good! 
Hail ye plebeian under-wood! | 
Where the poetic birds rejoice, 
at dd for their quiet neſts and plenteous food, 
d, Pay with their grateful voice. 


II. 
l, the poor muſes richeſt mannor ſeat! 
Ye country houſes and retreat, 
Which all the happy gods ſo love, 
at for you oft they quit their bright and great 
Metropolis above. 
Aa2 
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III. 
Here nature does a houſe for me erect, 
Nature the wiſeſt architect, 
Who thoſe fond artiſts does deſpiſe 
That can the fair and living trees neglect; 
Let the dead timber prize. 


IV. 

Here let me careleſs and unthoughtful lying, 
Hear the ſoft winds above me flying, 
With all their wanton boughs diſpute, 

And the more tuneful birds to both replying, 
Nor be my ſelf too mute. 


. 

A ſilver ſtream ſhall raul his waters near, 
Gilt with ſun-beams here and there, 
On whoſe enamel'd bank I'll walk, 

And ſee how prettily they ſmile, and hear 
How prettily they talk. 


VI. 
Ah wretched and too ſolitary he 
Who loves not his own companie! 
He'll feel the weight oft many a day, 
Unleſs he call in ſin or vanitie 


To help to bear't away. 
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VII. 

h ſolitude, firſt ſtate of human- kind 
Which bleſt remain'd till man did find 
Even his own helpers companie. 

ſoon as two (alas!) togetherjoyn'd, 
The ſerpent made up three. 


VIII. 

hough God himſelf, through countleſs ages thee 
His ſole companion choſe to be, 

Thee, ſacred ſolitude alone, 

fore the branchy head of numbers three 

Sprung from the trunk of one. 


IX. 
ou (though men think thine an unactive part) 
Doſt break and tame th'unruly heart, 
Which elſe would know no ſettled pace, 
aking it move, well manag' d by the art, 
Wich ſwiftneſs and with grace. 


X. 
ou the faint beams of reaſon's ſcatter d light 
Doſt like a burning-glaſs unite, 
Doſt multiply the feeble heat, 
( fortifie the ſtrength till thou doſt bright 
And noble fires beget. ; 


| 
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XI. 


Whilſt this hard truth I teach, methinks, I ſe 


The monſter London laugh at me; 

I ſhould at thee too, fooliſh city, 
If it were fit to laugh at miſery, 

But thy eſtate I pity. 


XII. 
Let but thy wicked men from out thee go, 
And all the fools that crowd thee ſo, 
Even thou who doſt thy millions boaſt, 


A village leſs than Iſlington wilt grow, 
A ſolitude almoſt. 


OF OBSCURITY. 


SENECA. EX THYESTE, 


STET QUICUNQUE VOLET, POTENS 
AULAE CULMINE LUBRICO, ETC. 


Upon the ſlippery tops of human ſtate, 
The gilded pinnacles of fate, 

Let others proudly ſtand, and for a while 
The giddy danger to beguile, 

With joy and with diſdain look down on all, 
Till their heads turn, and they fall. 


OF OBSCURITY. 
e, O ye Gods, on earth, or elſe ſo near 
That I no fall to earth may fear, 
nd, O ye Gods, at a good diſtance ſeat 
From the long ruins of the great, 
rewrapt in th' arms of quiet let me lye; 
Quiet, companion of obſcurity. 
re let my life, with as much ſilence ſlide, 
As time that meaſures it does glide. 
r let the breath of infamy or fame, 
m town to town echo about my name. 
r let my homely death embroidered be 
With ſcutcheon or with elogie. 
An old Plebeian let me die, 
i, all then are ſuch as well as I. 
To him, alas, to him, I fear, 
e face of death will terrible appear, 
00 in his life flattering his ſenſeleſs pride 
being known to all the world beſide, 
s not himſelf, when he is dying know 
Ir what he is, nor whither he's to go. 
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OF A COUNTRY-LIFE. 


A TRANSLATION. 


o FORTUNATOS NIMIUM, &c. 
Virs. Gi 
H happy, (if his happineſs he knows) 
The country ſwain ! on whom kind heay'n 
beſtows 
At home all riches that wiſe nature needs ; 
Whom the juſt earth with eaſie plenty feeds. 
"Tis true, no morning tide of clients comes, 
And fills the painted channels of his rooms, 
Adoring the rich figuresas they paſs, 
Tn tap'ſtry wrought, or cut in living brafs; 
Nor is his wooll ſuperflouſly dy'd 
With the dear poiſon of Aſſyrian pride: 
Nor do Arabian perfumes vainly ſpoil 
The native uſe, and ſweetneſs of his oil. 
| Inſtead of theſe, his calm and harmleſs life 
Free from th' alarms of fear, and ſtorms of ſtril 
Does with ſubſtantial bleſſedneſs abound, 
And the ſoft wings of peace cover him round: 
Through artleſs grots the murm'ring water glid 
Thick trees both againſt heat and cold provide, . 
From whence the birds ſalute him; and his grou the 


With lowing herds, and bleating 15 does fou qui 


ad all the rivers, and the forreſts nigh, 
oth food and game, and exerciſe ſupply. 
cre a well hard'ned. active youth we ſec, 
zught the great art of chearful povertie. 

ere, in this place alone, there ſtill do ſhine 
me ſtreaks of love both human and divine: 
om hence Aſtraea took her flight, and here 
l her laſt footſteps upon earth appear. 
is true, the firſt defire which does controul 
the inferior wheels that move thy ſoul, 

that the muſe me her high-pricſt would make; 
to her holy ſcenes of myſt'ry take, | 
dopen there to my mind's purged eye 

ole wonders which to ſenſe the gods deny; 
w in the moon ſuch change of ſhapes is found: 
e moon, the changing world's eternal bound. 
hat ſhakes the ſolid earth, what ſtrong diſeaſe 
res trouble the fair centre's antient eaſe ; 
lat makes the ſea retreat, and what advance: 
arieties too regular for chance. 
at drives the chariot on of winters light, 
ſtops the lazy waggon of the night. 
if my dull and frozen blood deny 

bs ſend forth th' ſp'rits that raiſe a ſoul ſo high; 
roofÞ.be next place let woods and rivers be 
fo quiet, though unglorious deſtinie. 
B b 
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I 94. OF A COUNTRY LIFE. 
In life's cool vale let my low ſcene be laid; 
Cover me, gods, with Tempe's thickeſt ſhade, 
Happy the man, I grant, thrice happy he, 
Who can through groſs effects their cauſes ſee: 
Whoſe courage from the deeps of knowle ge 
Nor vainly fears inevitable things ; [ {prin 
But does his walk of virtue calmly go, 
Through all th' alarms of death and hell below, 
Happy! but next ſuch conqu'rors happy they, 
Whoſe humble life lies not in fortune's way. 
They unconcern'd from their ſafe diſtant ſcat 
Behold the rods and ſcepters of the great. 

The quarrels of the mighty without fear, 


And the deſcent of foreign troops they hear. MW, 
Nor can cv'n Rome their ſteady courſe miſguaMO1.;. 
With all che luſtre of her per'ſhing pride. his 
Them never yet did ſtrife or av'rice draw, f 


Into the noiſy markets of the law, nd. 
The camps of gowned war, nor do they live ae | 
By rules or forms that many mad-men give. 
Duty for nature's bounty they repay, \ th? 
And her ſole laws religiouſly obey. 

Some with bold labour plough the faithleſsn 
Some rougher ſtorms in princes courts ſuſtain. 
Some ſwell up their flight fails with pop lar fam 
Charm'd with the fooliſh whiſtlings of a namFi 


i 
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ome their vain wealth to earth again commit; 
Vith endleſs cares, fome brooding o'er it ſit. 
ountry and friends are by ſome wretches ſold, 
[olye on Tyrian beds, and drink in gold; 
Koprice too high for profit can be ſhown ; 

lot brothers blood, nor hazards of their own. 
round the world in ſearch of it they roam, 
makes ev'n their antipodes their home. 

ſcan while the prudent huſbandman is found, 
mutual duties driving with his ground, 

ad half the year he care of that does take, 

hat half the year grateful returns does make. 

ich fertile month does ſome new gifts preſent, 
nd with new work his induſtry content, 

his, the young lamb, that the ſoft fleece doth yield, 
his, loads with hay, and that, with corn, the field: 
l! forts of fruit crown the rich Autumn's pride: 
nd on a ſwelling bill's warm ſtony fide, 

he pow'rful princely purple of the vine, 

wice dy'd with the redoubled ſun, does ſhine, 
th' evening to a fair enſuing day, 

ith joy he ſees his flocks and kids to play 
nd loaded kyne about his cottage ſtand, 

viting with known ſound the milkers hand; 
nd when from wholſome labour he doth come, 


ith wiſhes to be there, and wiſh'd for home, 
B bz 
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He meets at door the ſofteſt humane bliſſes, 
His chaſte wife's welcome, and dear childrens kiſk 


When any rural holy-days invite 

His genius forth to innocent delight, 

On carth's fair bed beneath ſome ſacred ſhade, 
Amidſt his equal friends careleſly laid, 

He ſings thee Bacchus patron of the vine, 
The beechen bowl foams with a flood of wine, 
Not to the loſs of reaſon or of ſtrength : 

To active games and manly ſport at length 
Their mirth aſcends, and with fill'd veins they lex, 
Who can the beſt at better tryals be. 

Such was the life the prudent Sabins choſe, 
From ſuch the old Hetrurian virtue roſe. 
Such, Remus and the god his brother led, 
From ſuch firm footing Rome grew th' world's ha 
Such was thelife that ev'n till now does raiſc 
Ihe honour of poor Saturn's golden days: 
Before men born of earth and buried there, 
Let in the ſea their mortal fate to ſhare. 
Before new ways of periſhing were ſought, 
Before unſkilful death on anvils wrought. 
Before thoſe beaſts which human life ſuſtain 
By men, unleſs to the gods uſe, were ſlain. 
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| O D E 


UP ON 


LIBERTY: 


I. 

REE DOM with Virtue takes her ſear, 

Her proper place, her only ſcene, 

Is in the golden mean, 

e lives not with the poor, nor with the great, 
e wings of thoſe neceſſity has clipt, 

And they're in fortune's bridewel whipt, 
To the laborious taſk of bread; 

cle are by various tyrants captive led. 

dw wild ambition with imperious force 

des, reins, and ſpurs them like th'unruly horſe. 
And ſervile avarice yokes them now 

Like toilſom oxen to the plow. 

d ſometimes luſt, like the miſguided light, 

avs them through all the labyrinths of night. 
any few among the great there be 
From theſe inſulting paſſions free, 

Yet we ev'n thoſe too fetter'd ſee 


ee 


he 


cuſtom, buſineſs, crowds, and formal decencie. 
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And whereſo'er they ſtay, and whereſo'er they » jo 
Impertinencies round them flow: 
Theſe are the ſmall uneaſie things 
Which about greatneſs ſtill are found, 
And rather it moleſt than wound: 

Like gnats which too much heat of ſummer bin 

But cares do ſwarm there too, and thoſe have ſin 

As when the honey does too open lie, 
A thouſand waſps about it flie: 

Nor will the maſterev'n to ſhare admit; 

The maſter ſtands aloof, and dares not taſte of i 

II. 

"Tis morning; well, I fain would yet ſteep on; 
You cannot now; you mult be gone 
To court, or to the noiſie hall, 


8 [i 
It 


is] 


Beſides, the rooms are crowded all; 
The ſtream of buſineſs docs begin, 
And a ſpring-tide of clients is come in. "Y 
Ah cruel guards, which this poor priſoner keep! he 
Will they not ſuffer him to ſleep? > 
Make an eſcape out at the poſtern flect, I © 
And get ſome bleſſed hours of liberty, 
With a few friends, and a few diſhes dine, hn 


And much of mirth, and moderate wine. 
To thy bent mind ſome relaxation give, 
And ſteal one day out of thy life to live. a 
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h happy man (he cries) to whom kind heaven 
Has ſuch a freedom always given! | 
by, mighty madman, what ſhould hinder thee l 
From being every day as free? 
9 | 11 
all the freeborn nations of the air 1 
ever did bird a ſpirit ſo mean and ſordid bear, { 
to exchange a native liberty 
{ſoaring boldly up into the ſky, 
is liberty to ling, to perch, or fly, 1 
When, and where-cver he thought good, i 
nd all the innocent pleaſures of the wood, 
or a more plentifal or conſtant food. 
Nor ever did ambitious rage 
Make him into a painted cage, 
Ir the falſe foreſt of a well-hung room 
For honour and preferment come. 
low, bleſſings on you all, ye' heroic race, 
ho keep their primitive powers and rights ſo well, 
Though men and angels fell. 
fall material lives the higheſt place 
To you is juſtly given, 
And ways and walks the neareſt heaven. 
Vhilſt wretched we, yet vain and proud, think fit 
To boaſt that we look up to it, 
Vn to the univerſal tyrant love, 


* 


- To Dover, Berwick, or the Corniſh mount. 
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You homage pay but once a year: 
None ſo degenerous and unbirdly prove, 

As his perpetual yoke to bear, 
None but a few unhappy houſhold fowl, 


Whom human lordſhip does controul; 


Who from the birth corrupted were or 
By bondage and by man's example here. | 
IV. Ic 
He's no ſmall prince, who everyday 
Thus to himſelf can ſay, der 


Now will I ſleep, now eat, now fit, now walk. 
Now meditate alone, now with acquaintance talk, 
This I will do, here I will ſtay, in 
Or if my fancy calleth me away, Ind 
My man and] will preſently go ride | 
(For we before have nothing to provide, 
Nor after are to render an account) 


If thou but a ſhort journey take, 


As if thy laſt thou wert to make, if. 
Buſineſs muſt be diſpatch'd e er thou canſt part, 
Nor canſt thou ſtir unleſs there be ho 
A hundred horſe and men to wait on thee he: 
And many a mule, and many a cart; | 


What an unweildy man thou art? 


The Rhodian Coloſſus fo . 
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\ journey too might go. 
V. 
ire honcur, or where conſcience does not bind 
o other law ſhall ſhackle me, 
Slave to my ſelf I will not be, 
r thall my future actions be confin'd 


* —— A AA eee — DA 
. 
—— — — — 


4 2 
— 


Ey my Own preſent mind. 
| ho by reſolves and vows engag'd does ſtand 
| For Gays that yet belong to fate, \j 


j 
docs like an unthrift mortgage his eſtate, „ 
Before it falls into his hand. i 
The bondman of the cloiſter ſo 1 
that he does receive does always owe. | 

Ind ſtill as time comes in, it goes away bt 

| Not to enjoy but debts to pay. q 
Inhappy ſlave, and pupil to a bell! 1 


[ hich his hours work as well as hours does tell! 
Inhappy till the laſt, the kind relcaſing knell. 
VI. 
life ſhould a well order'd poem be 
| (In which he only hits the white 
ho joyns true profit with the beſt delight) 
emore heroic (train let others take, 
Mine the Pindaric way I'll make. free. 
e matter ſhall be grave, the numbers looſe and 


all not keep one ſettled pace of time, 
Cc 


lee. 
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In the ſame tune it ſhall not always chime, 
Nor ſhall each day juſt to his neighbour thime; 
A. thouſand liberties it ſhall diſpenſe, 
And yet ſhall manage all without offence, 
Or to the ſweetneſs of the ſound, or greatneſs of th 
Nor ſhall it never from one ſubject ſtart, | [eld 
Nor ſcek tranſitions to depart, 
Nor its ſet way o'er ſtiles and bridges make, 
Nor through lanes a compals take, 
As if it fear'd ſome treſpaſs to commit, 
When the wide air's a road for it. 
So the imperial eagle does not ſtay Wi 
Jill the whole carkaſs he devour, 
That's fallen into its power. 
As if his generous hunger underſtood 
T hat he can never want plenty of food, 1 
He only ſucks the taſtful blood, 
And to freſh game flies cheerfully away; 


To kites and meaner birds he leaves the man vn 
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$SOLITUDE 


nh [ 
. ] 

| A1L, ſacred ſolitude! from this calm bay, 
view the world's tempeſtuous ſea, 


* 


1 

And with wiſe pride deſpiſe i 
All thoſe ſcnſeleſs vanitics : i 
With pity mov'd for others, caſt away 1 
Dn rocks of hopes and fears, I ſee them toſs'd f 


Dn rocks of folly and of vice, I ſee them loſt: 
ome the prevailing malice of the great, 


—_—_—_— 
r 


Unhappy men, or adverſe fate, 
unk deep into the gulphs of an afflicted ſtate, 
But more, far more, a numberleſs prodigious train, 
ne hilſt virtue courts them, but alas in vain, 
p Fly from her kind embracing arms, 

Deaf to her fondeſt eall, blind to her greateſt charms, 
nd ſunk in pleaſures, and in brutiſh eaſe, | 
hey in their ſhipwreck'd ſtate themſelves obdurate ] 

. pleaſe. | 

ail, ſacred ſolitude! ſoul of my ſoul, h 
It is by thee I truly live, hy 1 
C2 4 
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Thou doſt a better life and nobler vigour give; Eakr 
Doſt each unruly appetite contro: Will: 
Thy conſtant quiet fills my peace! ui breaſt, 

With unmix'd joy, uninterrupted reit. nd, 
Preſuming love does ne'er invade th 
This private ſolitary ſhade ; 

And, with fantaſtic wounds by beauty made, 

The joy has no allay of jcalouſy, hope, and icar, 

The ſolid comforts of this happy ſphere ; 

Yet I exalied love admire, 

Friendſhip, abhorring ſordid gain, 
And purify'd from luſt's diſhoneſt ſtain ; 
Nor is it for my ſolitude unfit, 

For lam with my friend alone, 

As if we were but one; 
"Tis the polluted love that multiplies, 
But iriendſhip does two ſouls in one compriſe. 
III. 

Here in a full and conſtant tide doth flow 

All bleſſings man can hope to know; 
Here in a deep receſs of thought we find 

| Pleaſures which entertain, and which exalt the mind 

Pleaſures which do from friendſhip, and from know 

lege riſe, 


ak 


E 


Which make us happy, as they make us wiſe, eq 
Here may I always on this downy graſs, 
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known, unſeen, my eaſy minutes paſs: 

Till with a gentle force victorious death 
My ſolitude invade, 

nd, Roping for a-while my breath, 

ith eaſe convey me to a better ſhade. 


A 


PARAPHRASE 


ON IHE 


CXLVIII PSALM. 


z AZURE vaults! O cryſtal ſky! 

The world's tranſparent canopy, 
tak your long ſilence, and let mortals know, 
th what contempt you look on things below. 


mind 


ing'd ſquadrons of the God of war, 
mou 


ho conquer whereſoe'er you are, 


echoing anthems make his praiſes known 
earth his foot-ſtool, as in heav'n his throne. 
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Great eye of all! whoſe glorious ray 
Rules the bright empire of the day, 
O praiſe his name, without whoſe purer light 
Thou hadſt been hid in an abyſs of night. 


Ye moon and planets, who diſpenſe, 
By God's command, your influence ; 
Reſign to him, as your creator due, 
'T hat veneration which men pay to you. 


- Faireſt, as well as firſt, of things, 

From whom all joy, all beauty ſprings, 
O praiſe th' almighty ruler of the globe, 
Who uſeth thee for his empyreal robe. 


Praiſe him, ye loud harmonious ſpheres, M 


Whoſe ſacred ſtamp all nature bears, See 
Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw, em 
And whoſe command is th' univerſal law. : th 


Ve wat' ry mountains of the ſky, 
And you ſo far above our eye, 
Vaſt ever- moving orbs, exalt his name, 
Who gave its being to your glorious frame. 
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Le dragons, whoſe contagious breath 

Peoples the dark retreats of death, 

bange your ſierce hiſſing into joyful ſong, 

d praiſe your Maker with your forked tongue. 


Praiſe him, ye monſters of the deep, 

That in the ſea's vaſt boſom ſleep, 

twhoſe command the foaming billows roar, 
et know their limits, tremble and adore. 


Je miſts and vapours, hail and ſnow, 
And you, who through the concave blow, 
ift executors of his holy word, 


ſhirlwinds and tempeſt, praiſe th' almighty Lord. 


Mountains, who to your maker's view 
Seem leſs than mole-hills do to you, 
emember how, when firſt Jehovah ſpoke, 
Il heav'n was fire, and Sinai hid in ſmoke. 


Praiſe him, ſweet off-ſpring of the ground, 
With heav'nly nectar yearly crown'd ; 

nd ye tall cedars, celebrate his praiſe, 

hat in his temple ſacred altars raiſe. 
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| | 
Idle muſicians of the ſpring, ( 


Whoſe only care's to love and ſing, * 
Fly thro' the world, and let your trembling th 
Praiſe your creator with the ſweeteſt note. 


Praiſe him each ſavage furious beaſt, 
That on his ſtores do daily feaſt : 
And you tame ſlaves of the laborious plow, 
Your weary knees to your creator bow. 


Majeſtic monarchs, mortal gods, 

W hoſe pow'r hath here no periods, 
May all attempts againſt your crowns be vain; 
But ſtill remember by whoſe pow'r you reign. 


Let the wide world his praiſes ſing, 
Where Tagus and Euphrates ſpring, 
And from the Danube's froſty banks, to thoſe 
W here from an unknown head great Nilus flow 
You that diſpoſe of all ourlives, 
Praiſe him from whom your pow'r derives : 
Be true and juſt, like him, and fear his word, 
As much as malefactors do your ſword. 
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| Praiſe him, old monuments of time; 

O praiſe him in your youthful prime! 
praiſe him, fair idols of our greedy ſenſe; 
alt his name, ſweet age of innocence, 


ſehovah's name ſhall only laſt, 

When heav'n, and earth, and all is paſt: 
othing, great God, is to be found in thee, 
zut unconceivable eternity. 


Ext, O Jacob's ſacred race, 

The God of gods, the God of grace; 
Tho will above the ſtars your empire raiſe, 
nd with his glory recompenſe your praiſe. 
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Idle muſicians of the ſpring, 

Whoſe only care's to love and ſing, pra 
Fly thro' the world, and let your trembling thr, 
Praiſe your creator with the ſweeteſt note. 


Praiſe him each ſavage furious beaſt, 
That on his ſtores do daily feaſt : 
And you tame ſlaves of the laborious plow, 
Your weary knees to your creator bow. 


Majeſtic monarchs, mortal gods, 1 
Whoſe pow'r hath here no periods, 1 
May all attempts againſt your crowns be vain; nud 


But ſtill remember by whoſe pow'r you reign. 


Let the wide world his praiſes ſing, 
Where Tagus and Euphrates ſpring, 
And from the Danube's froſty banks, to thoſe 


Where from an unknown head great Nilus flows 


You that diſpoſe of all our lives, 

Praiſe him from whom your pow'r derives : 
Be true and juſt, like him, and fear his word, 
As much as malefactors do your ſword. 
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| Praiſe him, old monuments of time; 

O praiſe him in your youthful prime! 
pralle him, fair idols of our greedy ſenſe; 
alt his name, ſweet age of innocence, 


ſehovah's name ſhall only laſt, 

When heav'n, and earth, and all is paſt: 
'othing, great God, is to be found in thee, 
zut unconccivable eternity. 


Ex:lt, O Jacob's ſacred race, 

The God of gods, the God of grace; 
Tho will above the ſtars your empire raiſe, 
Ind with his glory recompenſe your praiſe. 
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110 ON THE LAST 


ON THE LAST JUDGMENT. 


1 


* E day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
Shall the whole world in aſhes lay, 
As David and the ſibyls ſay. 


| IL. 
What horror will invade the mind, 


When the ſtrict Judge, who would be kind, 
Shall have few venial faults to find? 


IIL. 
Thelaſt loud trumpet's wond'rous ſound, 
Shall through the rending tombs rebound, 
And wake the nations under ground. 


IV. 
Nature and death ſhall, with ſurprize, 
Behold the pale offender riſe, 


And view the judge with conſcious eyes. 
V. 
Then ſhall, with univerſal dread, 


The ſacred myſtic book be read, 
To try the living, and the dead. 


JUDGMENT. 


VI. 
The Judge aſcends his awful throne, 
He makes each ſecret ſin be known, 
And all with ſhame confeſs their own. 


VII. 

O then ! what int'reſt ſhall I make, 

To ſave my laſt important ſtake, 

When the moſt juſt have cauſe to quake. 


VIII. 
Thou mighty, formidable king, 
Thou mercy's unexhauſted ſpring, 
Some comfortable pity bring! 


IX. 
Forget not what my ranſom coſt, 
Nor let my dear-bought ſoul be loſt, 
In ſtorms of guilty terror toſt. 


X. 

hou who for me didſt feel ſuch pain, 
Whoſe precious blood the croſs did ſtain, 
et not thoſe agonics be vain. 


XI. 

Thou whom avenging pow'rs obey, 
Lancel my debt, too great to pay, 
fore the ſad accounting day, 
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3 ON THE LAST 
XII. 
Surrounded with amazing fears, 
Whoſe load my ſoul with anguiſh bears, 
I ſigh, 1 weep: accept my tears. 


XIII. 


Thou who wert mov'd with Mary's grief, 

And, by abſolving of the thief, 

Haſt giv'n me hope, now give relief. 
XIV. 

Reje& not my unworthy pray'r, 

Preſerve me from that dang'rous ſnare 

Which death and gaping hell prepare. 
XV. 

Give my exalted ſoul a place, 


Among thy choſen right-hand race, 
The ſons of God, and heirs of grace. 


XVI. 

From that inſatiable abyſs, 
W here flames devour, and ſerpents hiſs, 
Promote me to thy ſeat of bliſs. 

XVII. 
Proſtrate my contrite heart I rend, 
My God, my father, and my friend, 
Do not forſake me in my end. 
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XVIII. 


Well may they curſe their ſecond breath, 
ho riſe to a reviving death. 


[hou great Creator of mankind, 
et guilty man compaſſion find. 


cm dt ————— — — 


ON THE 
HAPPINESS 


QF: A 


RETIRED LIFE. 


\ Sin a ſhipwrack ſome poor ſailor toſt, 
By the rude ocean, on a foreign coaſt ; 
ows to the gods, he never more for gain 

ill tempt the danger of the faithleſs main: 
thugs himſclf upon the friendly ſhoar, 

d loyes to hear the raging billows roar, 

hat ſpend their malice, and can hurt no more. 
It ſo the wretch, who can no longer ſtand 

he ſhocks of fortune, and is wreck'd at land; 
ys down the burden of his cares, to find 
folitary place, and quiet mind: 
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Chuſing content with poverty to meet, 
Before a fortune infamouſly great. 
Thus, in reſpect of gold and ſilver, poor, 
But rich in ſoul, and virtues better ſtore: 
He digs in nature's mines, and from her ſoil 
He reaps the noble harveſt of his toil; 
His thoughts mount upward to their mother {ly 
And, purg'd from droſs, exert th' etherial ener 
The duſky proſpect of his life grows clear, 
And golden ſcenes of happineſs appear. 
Then from the ſummit of philoſophy, 
Secure himſelf, mankind he may deſcry, 
Induſtrious in the ſearch of their own miſery. 
Like moiling ants, in various paths they run, 
And ſtrive in vain the rubs of life to ſhun, 
To different ends their actions they addreſs, 
Which meet, and center in unhappineſs. . 
One toils, and ſtruggles, in purſuit of fame, 
And graſps, with greedineſs, an empty name: 
Wing'd with ambition, others ſoar ſo high, 
They fall, and cannot bear ſo thin a ſky: 
This wretch, like Croeſus, in the midſt of ſtore Þ 
Sits ſadly pining, and believes he's poor. 
The wiſe man laughs at all their pains, ſecurc 
From lording paſſions, which thoſe fools enduis 
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ſpair and hope are baniſh'd from his breaſt; 
wes, and fevers that allow no reſt: 
d luſt, and pride, the mother of diſdain, 
d thirſt of honour, with her anxious train, 
longer warring, peace of ſoul deny, 
texiles of the mind their once lov'd manſions fly. 
r love miſplac'd, nor malice now controul, 
ht reaſon's uſe, the guardian of the ſoul. 
thoughts unbiaſs'd, and no longer toſt, 
ſolid judgment now ſecurely boaſt. 
e fierce, unruly race of paſſions dye, 
the free'd foul aſſerts her liberty. 
ſtead of inward war, ſweet peace of mind, 
d filent eaſe, with all their quiet kind, 
e noble regions of his heart regain; 
dwith a calm, and gentle empire reign. 
nce becomes an amicable gueſt, (breaſt: 
Peace, with downy wings, ſits brooding on his 
thours paſs over, void of noiſe, and ſtrife, 
ugently waft him to the verge of life: 
lle in a flow, and regular decay, 
uth ſteals, unfelt, upon his ſetting day: 
mellow fruits, ungather'd, drop away. 
cure hleſt ſolitude! O harmleſs, eaſie ſtate! 
1duFrencht in wiſdom, from the ſtorms of fate. 
us on a bleaky cliff, the regal tree, 


tore 


116 ON THE HAPPINESS 


Aſſail'd by winds, and heav'ns inclemency, 
Expands his branches o'er the clouds, above 
Their blaſts, unmov'd as his immortal [ove. 
The gods ſmile on us, and propitious are, nc 
When prudence does our actions firſt prepare. 
'T he ſtroaks of fortune fools alone endure ; 
The wiſe and virtuous can themſelves ſecure. 
This Charles of Spain, and Diocleſian knew, ſn 
Who timely from the conquer'd world withdrew;My: 
Oppreſt with fame, they laid the burthen down, Md 
And wiſely, for content exchang'd a crown. 
Lords of themſelves, and of their paſſions grown 
"They made new realms and conqueſts of their ow 
Nor had they need more nations to ſubdue, 
Themſelves were emperours and empires too: 
Th' exterior ſhows of greatneſs they declin'd, 
And for an Eden loſt, gain'd Paradiſe of mind 
Elifium juſtly was by poets feign'd, 
A ſeat which none but quiet ſouls obtain'd. 
Sweet myrtle groves (where birds for ever ſing) 


And meadows ſmiling with immortal ſpring; Ec 
Were ſecret manſions of eternal reſt, = 
And maderetirements for the pious bleſt. ef 

O! that kind heav'n wou'd grant me a retreat th 
(Before I dye) in ſome ſweet country ſeat: ho | 


K, | 


4 


) 


OVI 


g) 


r (if my wiſhes have too large a bound) 

In humble cottage fenc'd with oſiers round; 
There ſilver ſtreams in flow'ry valleys glide, 

nd rows of willows deck the rivers fide. 

with what pleaſure wou'd my ſoul forego 
his riot of a life! this pomp of woe! 

pply'd with food, which nature's bounty gave, 
need of nothing, nothing wou'd I crave: 

y future actions ſhou'd my paſt redeem, 

d all my life be ſuited to my theme. 


A 


PARAPHRASE 


und ON 


PSALM CIV. 


ESIN, my lyre, the great creator's praiſe, 
Who, crown'd with glory and immortal rays, 
jeſtic ſhines; unutterably bright, 


reat th dazling robes of uncreated light: 


ho ſpacious ſheets of acther ſpreads on high, 
d like a curtain ſmooth'd, unfolds the K. 
E c : 
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Vapours condens'd, and fleecy miſts, ſupport 
The ample floor of his aercal court: | 
Who, born in triumph o'er the heav'nly plains, 
Rides on the clouds, and holds a ſtorm in reins; 
Flyes on the wings of the ſonorous wind, 
While light'ning glares before, and thunder re 
g behia 
That no incumbring fleſh may clog the flight 
Of his fleet meſſengers, or quell their might, 
Them pure unbody'd eſſences he frames, In 
Swift of diſpatch, more active than the flames. 
He fix d the ſteady baſis of the earth, 
And with a fruitful word gave nature birth. 
Then circling waters o'er the globe he ſpread, 
And the dull maſs with pregnant moiſture fed 
Above the rocks th' aſpiring ſurges ſwell'd, 
And floods the talleſt mountain-tops conceal'd. 
But when th' Almighty's voice rebuk'd the tide, 
And in loud thunder bid the waves ſubſide ; 
The ebbing deluge did its troops recal, 
Drew off its forces, and diſclos'd the ball. 
They at th' Eternal's ſignal march'd away, 
To fill th' unfathom'd channel of the ſea; 
Where, roaring, they in endleſs wars engage, 
And beat againſt thoſe ſhores that bound their nÞd 
Hence ſtraggling waters unperceiv'd got looſe ur 


wr 
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nd genial moiſture thro' the globe diffuſe; 
urling thro' porous earth, where way there lyes, 
They run, and on high hills in fountains riſe: 
r bubbling out in ſprings, they gently ſlide 
own by the craggy mountain's foping ſide, 
nd o'er the verdant turf along the valleys glide, 
[ill tir'd with various errors, back they come 
o their appointed univerſal home; 
[hich God has deſtin'd for the muſtring- place 
Ind gen'ral rendezvous of all the watery race. 
For tho' th' Almighty checks the Ocean's pride, 
nd in due bounds confines the raging tide; 
hat it may ne'er again with licence roll 
Jer all the univerſe, and drown the ball: 
et nought reſtrains its kinder influence, 
or ſtops thoſe bleſſings which its ſtreams diſpenſe, 
y ſubterrancous ſluices he conveys 
he rivers out, which, in an endleſs maze, 
bro 00zy channels draw a winding train, 
o roll back large additions to the main; 
r branching into brooks, and murm'ring rills, 
reep thro” the vales, and ſhine between the hills. 
hither the ſavage beaſts which roam abroad, 
e, ſyningno maſter, and no fix d abode; 
cir d thoſe which under galling harneſs bow, 
ooſe gur d to pains, and patient of the plough ; 
Eez 
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Repair, when fcorch'd with ſummer's ſcalding beam 
To flake their thirſt, and drink the cooling ſtream 
Near which the poplar, and green willows grow, hel 
Adorn the banks, and ſhade the brooks below. 
Perch'd on their boughs, the birds their voices raikWe 
And in ſoft muſic ſing their maker's praiſe. 
Who from his airy chambers rain diſtills, 
And with new verdure cloaths th' unſightly hills: 
The thirſty glebe, refreſh'd with ſoſt'ning drops, 
Rewards the painful hind with plenteous crops. 
The teeming earth luxuriant herbage breeds, 
And flocks and herds with graſſy fodder feeds. 
At his command, the ſpring, for human uſe, 
The birth of herbs and healing plants renews. 
Then rip'ning fruits, and waving ears of corn, 
In ſummer's heat the fertile fields adorn. 
Succeeding autumn, from the cluſtring vine 
Gives luſcious juice, and glads the world with wind ti 
Which with its briſk reviving flavour cheers er 
The drooping ſpirit, and diſpels its cares. 
Then the fat olive, in a richer ſoil, 
Yields the year's product, and reſigns its oil; 
Which adds aluſtre, and a ſmoother grace, 
To wrinkled ſkin, and fleeks the ſhining face. 
With circulating ſap the trees are fed; 
Refreſh'd with which, the cedar rears its head, 
And lofty firs their thriving branches ſpcead: 
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Which, moiſten'd with invigorating juice, 

u fragrant ſcent thro' Lebanon diffuſe. 

, Wheſe to the birds convenient manſions yield, [build. | 

hich in th' intangling boughs their tow'ring houſes 

pe Htcly ſtork here plants her neſt on high, 

dains the lower air, and ſeeks the ſky. 

e ſhaggy goats a hilly refuge love, 

le: amber the cliffs, and o'er bleak mountains rove. 

Fer ſtony rocks the ſportive conies play, | 

Non the ragged flints their tender offspring lay. 
/ 
4 


ik 


Appointed by his providential care, 

e changing moon divides the circling year; 
linguiſhes the ſeaſons, rules the night, 

d fills her duſky orb with borrow'd light. 

e ſun with glory, fearleſs of decay, 

ls regular, and gives alternate day. 

turns he, entring, gilds the roſie eaſt; 

turns, with ſetting rays, he paints the weſt: 

en gloomy night involves the hemiſphere, 

( fpreads dark horrors o'er the dewy air. 

en the wild tenants of the deſart woods 

pinto move, and quit their warm abodes: 

prey the yawning bears forſake their holds, 
d prouling wolves explore th unguarded folds, 
th raging hunger pinch'd, the lions roar, | 
d, and their jays, and range the foreſt o'er: 


wine 
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Dreadfully ſuppliant, for their meat they pray 


To heav'n, and ſavage adoration pay. 
But ſoon as ſtreaks of light the eaſt adorn, 
And flying miſts confeſs the dawning morn; 
Back to their dens the rav nous hunters ſpecd 
With their raw booty, and at leiſure feed. 
But when the lion to his reſt repairs, 
Laborious mortals wake, and riſe from theirs; 
'To care and bus'neſs they themſelves addreſs, 
Begin with morning, and with ev'ning ceaſe. 
How various, Lord, are all thy works, which ri 
Our admiration, and tranſcend our praiſe! 
Wiſely the world's great fabric was deſign'd, 
And boundleſs wiſdom ev'ry atom join'd. 
With thy rich bounty fill'd, the earth appears, 
Which food, and phyſic, on its ſurface bears; 
And in its bowels hides a wealthier ſtore; }. 
Bright veins of gold, and cakes of ſilver ore. 
Profuſe of bleſſings, with a laviſh hand, 
Thou pour'ft thy gifts on ſea, as well as land. 
The vaſt unmeaſur'd kingdoms of the main, 
Copious materials for thy praiſe contain. 
There ſcaly monſters of enormous ſize 
Flounce in the waves, and daſh with foam the 
While ſhoals innumerable, and the fry 
Of ſmaller fiſh, glide unregarded by. 
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chers, enchas'd in ſhelly armour, creep 

pon the rocks, or ſeek the ſlimy deep. 

ere big with war, or traffic, veſſels ride, 

iv'n by the winds, and bound along the tide. 
here huge Leviathan, of cumb'rous form, 
mbroils the ſea in ſport, and breaths a ſtorm : 

e ſucks the briny ocean at his gills, 

nd his vaſt maw with finny nations fills ; 

hen laves the clouds with falt, aſcending rain, 
d with his ſpouting trunk refunds the main. 
Theſe all dependent on his bounty live, 

nd from his providence their meat receive. 

is open'd hand profuſely ſcatters food, 

[hich pleas'd they gather, and are ſill'd with good. 
twhen his hand is ſhut, the creatures mourn, 
ill his withdrawn beneficence return. 


- 
— 


rs, 


hen his command puts out their vital flame, 
hey moulder to the duſt, from whence they came; 
hen to repair the loſs ſuſtain'd by death, 
. gives new life, with his inſpiring breath, 
„ Jo forms, which from the vaſt material maſs 
fe ſtill wrought off, and ſo renews the race. 
hus a ſucceſſive offspring he ſupplies, 
dth' undecaying ſpecies never dies. 
No bounds th' Eternal's glory can reſtrain, 
or time's dimenſions terminate his reign. 
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From his bright regions of celcſtial day, 

He with complacence ſhall his works ſurvey. 

At his reproof convulſive nature ſhakes, 

And ſhuddring earth from its foundation quakes: 

His awful touch the quiv'ring mountains rends, 

And curling ſmoke in ſpiry clouds aſcends. 

For me, while uncxtinguiſh'd life maintains 

Heat in my blood, and pulſes in my veins, 10 

His wond'rous works ſhall animate my ſong, F 

Exalt my thoughts, and dwell upon my tongue, 

While on rebellious foes his vengeance hurl'd, 

Confounds their pride, and ſweeps them from 
| Woll 

His glory ſhall my raviſh'd ſoul inſpire, 

And to the gay creation tune my lyre; 

That imitates, in various-ſounding lays, 

Th' harmonious diſcord which it ſtrives to-praiſc 


A 


MIDNIGHT 
TS THOUGHT. 


HEN gameſome youth, and love's unruly fire, 
Are quell'd by age, that deadens all deſire; 
hen chearful days and jovial nights are fled, 
d drooping health inclines her ſickly head; 
When downy ſleep, tho' courted long, denies 
p bleſs my bed, and cloſe my weary eyes; 
hen nature ſickens, and with fainting breath, 
uggles beneath the bitter pangs of death; 
en helpleſs art no hopes of life can give, 


r pray r, nor tears, the ſentenc'd wretch reprieve ; 
hen all our friends, then few, make heavy moan; 
d heighten all our ſotrows by their own: 

id the terrors of this ſolemn woe, 
e fleeting ſoul begins her ſel! to know; 
ns o'er the regiſter of life in haſte, 
ighs all her thoughts, her words and actions paſt. 
en, if no frightful images appear, | 
gaſtly ills awake her conſcious fear; 

tly ſhe lays her down in peace to reſt, 


infants ſleep upon their mothers breaſt, 
> es : 


alle. 
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OCCASION'D BY THE EARLY 


SINGING OF A LARK. 


A END, my foul! the early birds inſpire 
My grov'ling thoughts with pure, celeſtial fir 
They from their temp'rate ſleep awake, and pay 
Their thankful anthems for the new-born day. 
See, how the tuneful lark is mounted high 
And, poet: like, ſalutes the eaſtern ſky. 
He warbles thro' the fragrant air his lays, 
And ſeems the beauties of the morn to praiſe. 
But man, more void of gratitude, awakes, 
And gives no thanks for that ſweet reſt he takes: 
Looks on the glorious ſun's new-kindled flame, 
Without one thought of him, from whom it can 
The wretch, unhallow'd, does the day begin; 
Shakes off his ſleep, but ſhakes not off his ſin. 


+3 
d 
IJ 


TRUE 
GREATNESS. 


vx me afoul ſo great, ſo high, 
Let her dimenſions ſtretch the ſky : 
hat comprehends within a thought, 
he whole extent 'twixt God and nought. 
Ind from the world's firſt birth and date, 
life and death can calculate: 
ith all th' adventures that ſhall paſs, 
o ev'ry atom of the maſs. 
But let her be as Go0D as GREAT, 
er higheſt throne a Mercy-ſeat. 
t and diſſolving like a cloud, 
ling her ſelf in doing good. 
cloud that leaves its place above, 
ather than dry, and uſeleſs move: 
ls in a ſhower upon the earth, 
d gives ten thouſand ſeeds a birth. 
ings on the flow'rs, and infant plants, 
cks not their ſweets, but feeds their wants. 
let this mighty mind diffuſe 
that's her own to others uſe; 
d free from private ends, retain 
thing of SELF; not a bare name. 
Ff2 


fire 


F 


p74 


When, lo! ſcarce have we felt his vital lamp, 


A 


THOUG HT OS DEATH. 


() DEATH ! what pow'ris thine, that diſtant, thu 
By fancy ſeen, thou call'ſt up all. our fears, 

And ſhad'ſt a baleful influence on the ſoul! 

Mine hangs her drooping wings, and, downw: 

[ prel 

By-foggy damps, attempts in vain to riſe ; 

For ſtill in ken of an untimely grave, 

The daily ſubject of the penſive thought, 

She hovers o'er, and views the ſad recefs. 

If (which is ſeldom) I converſe with joy, 

And nature, lighten'd of her ſorrows, ſmiles, 

While pleaſing objects dance before the ſight, 

A thought of Death comes croſs the lovely ſcent 

And blots it out at once: ſo have I known 

'Therifing ſun dart round his golden beams, de 

The welcome promiſe of a glorious day, ea 


But ſtrait ſome ſullen cloud hangs threat'ning o et 
We ſicken, the creation ſeems to mourn, 
And all things wear a deep and heavy gloom, 


iſo} 
Je 
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A 


HYMN ON SIGHT. 
thy | 


Sy 


1. 


wal BLESS my God for ev'ry ſenſe, 
rei But moſt for thee, my darling ſight, 
whom I learn t adore the pow'r 
That won this beauteous world from night. 
II. 
hen thou art not, the glorious ſcene 
n darkneſs undiſtinguiſh'd lies, 
av'n, earth, and ſeas are all in vain, 
or can their wonders move ſurprize. 
III. 
n light, of all material things 
deſt emblem of the Deity, 
ads to the blind unheeded charms, 
or why? 'twas made alone for thee. 
IV. 
ou awful fears, and thoughts ſublime, 
Poſt to the raviſh'd mind convey, 
him, who rais'd this ample frame, 
And o'er the whole extends his ſway, 
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Vs 
With pleaſure now I travel o'er 
Heav'n's vaſt extent; amaz'd to ſee 
Numberleſs worlds in order roll 
With rapid motion thro' the {ky. 
VI. 
Infinite pow'r, and equal {kill 
In all thy works, O Lord, I view ; 
Thy breath firſt kindled up theſe fires, 
And thou their waſtes doſt ſtill renew. 
„ VII. TE: 
The ſun's bright orb thy glory fills, 
The nightly moon reflects the ſame, 
And all the ſtarry globes diffuſe, 


With their own light, their Maker' $ name. 


VIII. 
But ah! how ſoon my light is loſt, 8 
Hopeleſs to reach the bounds of place! 
Yet where that fails, by fancy's aid, 
Remoter w_ [ can trace. 
IX. 
Till, got whtkia ties verge of ſtars, 
Earth's little ball eſcapes my ken ; 
The more I wonder thy delight, 
O God, is with the ſons of men, 


\ 
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H Y M N 


SEASONS 


HESE,as they change, ALMIGHTY Fa- 
THER! theſe, 

but the VARIED GoD. the rolling year 

ull of thee. forth in the pleaſing Spring 

y beauty walks, thy tenderneſs and love. 

de-fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; 

ho the mountains round; the foreſts live; 

devery ſenſe, and every heart is joy. 

en comes thy glory in the Summer-months, 

th light, and heat, ſevere. prone, then thy ſun 

bots full perfection thro the [ſwelling year. 

doft thy voice in awful thunder ſpeaks ; 

doft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſpering gales. 

ellow- floating pomp, thy bounty ſhines 

\utumn unconfin'd. thrown from thy lap, 

fuſe o'er nature, falls the lucid ſhower 

beamy fruits; and, in a radiant ſtream, 

0 the ſtores of ſteril Winter pours, 
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232 A HYMN 
In Winter dreadful Tr ov! with clouds and {tor 
Around TH EE thrown, tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll 
Horrible blackneſs! on the whirlwind's wing, 
Riding ſublime, TH ov bid'ſt the world be low, 
And humbleſt nature with thy northern blaſt, 
MrsTER1IoVUs round! what {kill, what force divinf; 
Deep-felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple train, 
Yet ſo harmonious mix'd, ſo fitly join'd, 
One following one in ſuch inchanting ſort, 
Shade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoftening into ſhade, 
And all fo forming ſuch a perfect whole, 
That, as they till ſucceed, they raviſh ſtil}. 
But wandering oft, with brute unconſcious gaze 
Man marks I HEE not, marks not the mighty ha 
That, ever-buſy, wheels the ſilent ſpheres; 
Works in the ſecret deep; ſhoots, ſteaming, then: 
The fair profuſion that o'erſpreads the Spring; 
Flings from the ſun direct the Flaming Day; 
FREE Ds every creature; hurls the Tempeſt forth 
And as on earth this grateful change revolves, n 
With tranſport touches all the ſprings of lite. 
NATURE, attend; join cvery living foul, Pe 
Beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, c 
In adoration join; and, ardent, raiſe 
An univerſal HYMN. to HI, ye gales, 
Breathe ſoft ; whoſe ſpirit teaches you to breath 
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ann talk of H1w in ſolitary glooms! 
all nere, o'er the rock, the ſcarcely-waving pine 
ls the brown void with a religious awe. 


„Id ve, whoſe bolder note is heard afar, 
ho ſhake th' aſtoniſh'd world, lift high to heaven 


hin impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage. 
js praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
d let me catch it as I muſe along. 
 headlong torrents, rapid, and profound; 
> {ofter floods, that lead the humid maze 
ong the vale ; and thou, majeſtic main, 
ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 
Wand his tremendous praiſe; whoſe greater voice 
bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 
ll up your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 
mingled clouds to HIM; whoſe ſun elates, 
hoſe hand perfumes you, and whoſe pencil paints, 
| foreſts, bend; ye harveſts, wave to HIM: 
orthFYfeathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart, 
es, Fmeward rejoycing with the joyous moon. 
that keep watch in heaven, as carth aſleep 
| conſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 
conſtellations, while your angles ſtrike, 
id the ſpangled ſky, the ſilver lyre. 
eat ſource of day! beſt image here below 
reatly] thy creator, ever darting wide, | 
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From world to world, the vital ocean round, 
On nature write with every beam his praiſe. 
The thunder rolls: be huſh'd the proſtrate world, 
While cloud to cloud returns the dreadful hymn. 
Bleat out afreſh, ye hills; ye moſly rocks, 
Retain the ſound: the broad reſponſive low, 
Yevalleys, riſe; for the GREAT SHEPHERD reig 
And yet again the golden age returns. 
Wildeſt of creatures, be not ſilent here; m 
But, hymning horrid, let the deſart roar. 

Ye woodlands all, awake: a general ſong 
Burſt from the groves; and when the reſtleſs day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſleep, 
Swecteſt of birds! ſweet Philomela, charm 
The liſtening ſhades ; and thro' the midnight hi 
Trilling, prolong the wildly-luſcious note; 
That night, as well as day, may vouch his pra 
Ye chief, for whom the whole creation ſmiles; 
At once the head, the heart, and mouth of all, 
Crown the great Hymn! in ſwarming cities vaſt, 
Concourſe of men, to the deep organ join 
The long-reſounding voice, oft-breaking clear, 
At ſolemn pauſes, thro' the ſwelling baſe; 
And, as each mingling frame encreaſes each, 
In one united ardor riſe to heaven. 


Or if you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 
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find a fane in every ſacred grove; 
ere let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's chaunt, 
lde prompting ſeraph, and the poet's lyre, 
in. Wl fing the Gop of sEAs Os, as they roll. 


r me, when I forget the darling theme, 
hether the bloſſom blows, the Summer-ray, 
ſets the plain, delicious AUTUMN gleams; 
Winter riſes in the reddening eaſt; 
my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 
d, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 
HOULD fate command me to the fartheſt verge 
the green earth, to hoſtile barbarous climes, 
ers unknown to ſong ; where firſt the ſun 
ds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 
es on th' Atlanticiſles; tis nought to me; 
e Gop is ever preſent, ever felt, 
e void waſte, as in the city full; 
s the ſame kindred sE asoNs round the world, 
oy ll apparent, wiſe, and good in all; 
vaſt Re he ſuſtains, and animates the whole; 
m ſeeming evil ſtill educes good, 

lear,Þ better thence again, and better ſtill, 

finite progreſſion. but I loſe 
tb, elf in HI M, in light ineffable 
ne then, expreſſive ſilence, muſe his praiſe, 
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A 


PRAYER. 


Fr ER of light, and life! thou good ſupren 

O teach me what is good! teach me thyidd 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 
From every low purſuit! and feed my ſoul 


With knowledge, conſcious peace, and virtue puſh. 


Sacred, ſubſtantial, never-fading bliſs! 


THE 
SINNERs SACRIFICE. 


To THE HOLY TRINITY. 


* 


O HOLY, bleſſed, glorious Trinity 
Of perſons, ſtill one God, in unity. 
The faithtul man's believed myſtery, 
Help, help to lift 


My ſelf up to thee, harrow'd, torn, and bruisW I 


By fin, and ſathan; and my fleſh miſus'd, 
As my heart lies in pieces, all confus'd, 
O take my gift. 
All-gracious God, the ſinner's ſacrifice, 
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broken heart thou wert not wont deſpiſe, 
ut bove the fat of rams, or bulls, to prize 


| An off ring meet, 
For thy acceptance. O, behold me right, 


ad take compaſſion on my grievous plight, 
nat odour can be, than a heart contrite, 

To thee more ſweet? 
Eternal Father, God, who did'ſt create 


this all of nothing, gav'ſt it form, and fate, 
nd breath'ſt into it, life, and light, with ſtate 


To worſhip thee. 
Eternal God the Son, who not deny'dft 


o take our nature; becam'ſt man, and dy'dſt, 

o pay out debts, upon thy croſs, and cry dſt 

All's done in me. 
Eternal Spirit, God from both procceding, 

Ather and Son; the comforter, in breeding 


bre * in man: with fiery zeal them feeding 


For acts of grace. 
Increaſe thoſe acts, O glorious Trinity 


| perſons, ſtill one God in unity; 
vill I attain the long'd-for myſtery 


Of ſeeing your face, 
Beholding one in three, and three in one, 


rinity, to ſhine in unity ; 


e gladeſt light, dark man can think upon; 


2 
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O grant it me 
Father, and Son, and Holy Ghoſt, you three 


All coeternal in your majeſty, 
Diſtinct in perſons, yet in unity 


One God to ſo 
My Maker, Saviour, and my Sanctifier: 
To hear, to meditate, ſweeten my deſire, 
With grace, with love, with cheriſhing intire: 
O, then how ble 
Among thy ſaints elected to abide, 
And with thy angels placed, fide by fide, 
But in thy preſence, truly glorified 
| Shall I there 10 


A 


HYMN TO GOD THE FATHERD 


| © me, O God! 
A broken heart, 
Is my beſt part: 


Uſe ſtill thy rod, 


That I may prove 
Therein, thy love. 


If thou hadſt not 


to 
* 


A HYMN TO GOD THE FATHER, 


Been ſtern to me, 

But left me free, 
I had forgot. . 

My ſelf and thee, 


For, ſin's ſo ſweet, 
As minds ill bent 
Rarely repent, 

Until they meet 
'Their puniſhment. 


Who more can crave 
Than thou haſt done! 
'T hat gav'it a Son, 

To free a ſlave: 

Firſt made of nought; 
Withal ſince bought. 


Sin, death, and hell, 


His glorious name 


Quite overcame, 
Yet I rebel, 


And ſlight the ſame, 


But, I'll come in, 


Before my loſs, 
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Me farther toſs, 


As ſure to win 


Under his croſs. 


A HYMN: ON FHE 


NATIVITY OF OUR SAVIOUR. 


1 SING the birth, was born to night, 
The author both of life, and light; 
The angels ſo did ſound it, 
And like the raviſh'd ſhep'erds ſaid, 
Who ſaw the light, and were afraid, 
Vet ſcarch'd, and true they found 


The Son of God, th' eternal King, 
That did us all ſalvation bring, 


And fre'd the ſoul from danger 


He whom the whole world could not take, 


The Word, which heaven and earth did make; N! 


Was now laid in a manger, 


The Father's wiſdom will d it ſo, 


The Son's obedience knew no No, 


Both wills were in one ſtature; Þ 


ad 
he 


ha 
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ad as that wiſdom had decre'd, 
he Word was now made fleſh indeed, 
And took on him our nature; 


hat comfort by him do we win, 
ho made himſelf the price of ſin, 
To make us heirs of glory? 
oſce this babe, all innocence; 
martyr born in our defence: 

Can man forget this ſtory ? 


ODE 


TO HEA VEN. 


00D, and great God, can I not think of thee, 
But it muſt, ſtraight, my melancholy be? 
interpreted in me diſcaſe, 
That, laden with my ſins, I ſcck for caſe? 
er; be thou witneſs, that the reins doſt know, 
And hearts of all, if I be ſad for ſhow, 
d judge me after, if I dare pretend 
To ought but grace, or aim at other end. 
thou art all, ſo be thou all to me, 
irſt, midſt, and laſt, converted one, and three : 
faith, my hope, my love: and in this ſtate, 
Ny judge, my witneſs, and my advocate. 


H h 
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Where have I been this while exil'd from thee? 
And whither rapt, now thou but ſtoup'ſt to mi 

Dwell, dwell here ſtill: O, being every-where, 
How can I doubt to find thee ever here? 

I know my ſtate, both full of ſhame, and ſcorn, 
Conceiv'd in ſin, and unto labour born, 
Standing with fear, and muſt with horror fall, 

And deſtin'd unto judgment, after all. 
I feel my griefs too, and there ſcarce is ground, 
Upon my fleſh t inflict another wound. 
Yet dare I not complain, or wiſh for death 
With holy Paul, leſt it be thought the breath 
Of diſcontent; or that theſe prayers be 
For wearineſs of life, not love of thee. 


THE 


GOLDEN VERSES 


OF 


PYTHAGORAS. 


TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK, 


[RST to the Gods thy humble homage pay; 
The greateſt this, and firſt of laws obcy: 

form thy vows, obſerve thy plighted troth, 

d let religion bind thee to thy oath, 

e heroes next demand thy juſt regard, 

nown'd on earth, and to the ſtars preferr'd, 

light and endleſs life their virtue's ſure reward. 

erites perform and honours to the dead, 

ev'ry wiſe, to ev'ry pious ſhade, 

th lowly duty to thy parents bow, 

d grace and favour to thy kindred ſhow: 
what concerns the reſt of human-kind, 

uſe out the man to virtue beſt inclin'd; 

n to thy arms receive, him to thy boſom bind. 

eſt of ſuch a friend, preſerve him till; 

r thwart his counſels with thy ſtubborn will; 

nt to all his admonitions prove, 

dyield to all his offices of love: 

n 
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Him, from thy heart, ſo true, fo juſtly dear, 

Let noraſh word nor light offences tear. 

Bear all theu canſt, ſtill with his failings ſtrive 

And to the utmoſt ſtill, and ſtill forgive 

For ſtrong neceſſity alone explores, 

The ſecret vigour of our latent pow'rs, 

Routes and urges on the lazy heart, 

Force, to itſelf unknown before, t'exert. 

By uſe thy ſtronger appetites aſſwage, 

Thy gluttony, thy ſloth, thy luſt, thy rage: 

From each diſhoneſt a& of ſhame Heber: ; 

Of others, and thyſelf, alike beware. 

Let rev'rence of thyſelf thy thoughts controul, 

And guard the ſacred temple of thy foul. 

Let juſtice o'er thy word and deed preſide; 

And reaſon ey'n thy meaneſt actions guide: 

For know that death is man's appointed doom, 

Know that the day of great account will come, 

When thy paſt life ſhall ſtrily be ſurvey'd, 

Each word, cach deed bein the ballance laid, 

And all the good and all the ill moſt juſtly be 
repaid, 

For wealth the periſhing, uncertain good, 

Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood, 

Thatknows no ſure, no fix'd abiding place, 

But wandring loves from hand to hand to paſs; 
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erolve the getter's joy and loſer's pain, 

nd think if it be worth thy while to gain. 

all thoſe ſorrows that attend mankind, 

Vith patience bear the lot to thee aſlign'd ; 

(or think it chance, nor murmur at the load; 

or know what man calls fortune is from God. 

q what thou mayeſt from wiſdom ſeck relief, 

Ind let her healing hand aſſwage the grief; 

et ſtill whate' er the righteous doom ordains, 

hat cauſe ſoever multiplies thy pains, 

t not thoſe pains as ills be underſtood 

or God delights not to afflict the good. 

Ihe rcas'ning art to various ends apply'd, 

oft a ſure, but oft an erring guide. 

hy judgment therefore ſound and cool preſerve, 
or lightly from thy reſolution ſwerve; 

lhe dazling pomp of words does oft deceive, 

nd ſweet perſwaſion wins the eaſy to believe. 

| When fools and liars labour to perſuade, 
dumb, and let the bablers vainly plead. 

| This above all, this precept chiefly learn, 

his nearly does, and firſt thy ſelf concern; 

et no example, let no ſoothing tongue, q, 
revail upon thee with a ſyren's ſong, 
o do thy ſoul's immortal eſſence wrong. | 
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Chuſe for thy ſelf, and always chuſe the beſt, 
Let wary thought each enterprize forerun, 
And ponder on thy taſk before begun, 

Leſt folly ſhould the wretched work deface, 
And mock thy fruitleſs labours with diſgrace. I 
Fools huddle on and always are in haſte, | waſtſ 
Act without thought, and thoughtleſs words the 
But thou in all thou doſt, with carly cares 
Strive to prevent at firſt a fate like theirs; 

That ſorrow on the end may never wait, 

Nor ſharp repentance make thee wiſe too latc. 
Beware thy meddling hand in ought to try, 
That does beyond thy reach of knowledge lye; 
But ſeek to know, and bend thy ſerious thought 

To ſearch the profitable knowledge out. 

So joys on joys for ever ſhall encreaſe, 

Wiſdom ſhall crown thy labours, and ſhall bleſs ( 

Thy life with pleaſure, and thy end with peace. ( 
Nor let the body want its part, but ſhare 

A juſt proportion of thy tender care: 

For health and welfare prudently provide, 

And lctits lawful wants be all ſupply'd. 

Let ſober draughtsrefreſh, and wholſome fare 

Decaying nature's waſted force repair; 

And ſprightly exerciſe the duller ſpirits chear. 
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n all things ſtill which to this care belong, 
bſerve this rule, to guard thy ſoul from wrong. 
By virtuous uſe thy life and manners frame, 

lanly and ſimply pure, and free from blame. 


Provoke not envy's deadly rage, but fly 

The glancing courſe of her malicious eye. 

| Seek not in needleſs luxury to waſte 

Thy wealth and ſubſtance, with a ſpendthrift's haſte; 
et flying theſe, be watchful, leſt thy mind, 

Prone to extreams, an equal danger find, 

und be to ſordid avarice inclin'd. 

diſtant alike from each, to neither lean, 

ut ever keep the happy Golden Mean. 

| Be careful ſtill to guard thy ſoul from wrong, 
\ndlet thy thought prevent thy hand and tongue. 
Let not the ſtealing god of ſleep ſurprize 

lor creep in {lumbers on thy weary eyes, 
erev'ry action of the former day 

trictly thou doſt and righteouſly ſurvey. 

With rev'rence at thy own tribunal ſtarid, 

And anſwer juſtly to thy own demand. 

here have I been? in what have ] tranſgreſs'd? 
hat good or ill has this day's life expreſs d? 
here have I fail'd in what ought to do? 

n what to God, to man, or to my ſelf I owe? 


( 
( 
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Inquire ſevere whate'er from firſt to laſt, 50 f 
From morning's dawn till ev'ning's gloom is pak; Dn 
If evil were thy deeds, repenting mourn, 
And let thy ſoul with ſtrong remorſe be torn. 
If good, the good with peace of mind repay, 
And to thy ſecret ſelf with pleaſure ſay, 
Rejoyce, my heart, for all went well to-day, ep 
Theſe thoughts and chiefly theſe thy mind {houlMett: 
Employ thy ſtudy, and engage thy love. mom ot 
Theſe are the rules which will to virtue lead, ke 
And teach thy feet her heav'nly paths to tread. he 
This by his name I ſwear, whoſe ſacred lore 
Firſt to mankind explain'd the myſtic Four, 
Source of eternal nature and Almighty pow'r. 
In all thou doſt firſt let thy pray'rs aſcend, 
And to the gods thy labours firſt commend, e 
From them implore ſucceſs, and hope a proſp 
So ſhall thy abler mind be taught to ſoar, 


And wiſdom in her ſecret ways explore; 


fat 
Vh 
Pn! 


OV 


To range thro' heav'n above and earth below, I Ar 
Immortal gods and mortal men to know. nd 
So ſhalt thou learn what pow'r does all controu!, Per ſ 


What bounds the parts, and what unites the who 
And rightly judge, in all this wondrous frame, 
How univerſal nature is the ſame, 
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b ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain affections place 
)n hopes of what ſhall never come to paſs, 


Vho bears within himſelf the inborn cauſe of woe. 
Unhappy. race! that never yet could tell 
ow near their good and happineſs they dwell. 
0 epriv d of ſenſe, they neither hear nor ſee; 
eiter'd in vice, they ſeek not to be free, 
Hut ſtupid to their own fad fate agree. 
ike pond'rous rolling ſtones, oppreſs'd with ill, 
The weight that loads em makes em roll on ſtill, 
reft of choice, and freedom of the will. 
or native ſtrife in ev'ry boſom reigns, 
Ind ſecretly an impious war maintains: 
rovoke not This, but let the combat ceaſe, 
end ew'ry yielding paſſion ſue for peace. 
a ould'ſt thou, great Jove, thou father of mankind, 
[eveal the Daemon for that taſk aſſign'd, 
he wretched race an end of woes would find. 
And yet be bold, O man, divine thou art, 
nd of the gods celeſtial eſſence part. 
Per ſacred nature is from thee conceal'd, 
holt to thy race her myſtic rules reveal'd. 
heſe if to know thou happily attain, 
don ſhalt thou perfect be in allt tn, 


| | 


11 


— 


ſan, wretched man, thou ſhalt be taught to know? 
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Thy wounded ſoul to health thou ſhalt reſtore, 
And free from ev'ry pain ſhe felt before: 
Abſtain, I warn, from meats unclean and foul, 
So keep thy body pure, ſo free thy ſoul ; 
So rightly judge; thy reafon ſo maintain; 
Reaſon which heav'n did for thy guide ordain, 
Let that beſt reaſon ever hold therein. 
Then if this mortal body thou forfake, 
And thy glad flight to the pure aether take, 
Among the gods exalted ſhalt thou ſhine, 
Immortal, incorruptible, divine: 
The tyrant death ſecurely ſhalt thou brave, 


And ſcorn the dark dominion of the grave. | ho 


et 


Ind 


Pha 


his, 
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UNIVERSAL 
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DEO OPTIMO MAXIMO. 
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FArhER of all! in ev'ry age, 
In ev'ry clime ador'd, 
y aint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 1 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 14 


Thou great firſt cauſe, leaſt underſtood: | 1 
Whoall my ſenſe confin'd 4 ö 
lo know but this, that thou art good, | A 
And that myſelf am blind; jq | 

9 0 


et gave me, in this dark eſtate, | "*" 
To ſee the good from ill 5 i ; 
Ind binding nature faſt in fate, + 
Left free the human will. 


That conſcience dictates to be done, 

Or warns me not to do, 

his, teach me more than hell to ſhun, 
That, more than heav'n purſue, 
Iiz 
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What bleſlings thy free bounty gives, Tea 
Let me not caſt away; 
For God is pay'd when man receives, ha 


I' enjoy is to obey. 


Yet not to carth's contracted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, 
Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round: 


Let not this weak unknowing hand 
Preſume thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land, 
On each I judge thy foe: 


If I am right, oh teach my heart 
| Still in the right to ſtay; 

If I am wrong, thy Grace impart 
To find that better way; 


Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 
Or impious diſcontent, 
At ought thy wiſdom has deny'd, 
: Or ought thy goodneſs lent, 


£x 
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Teach me to feel another's woe; 


'To hide the fault I ſee: 
hat mercy I to others ſhew, 
That mercy ſhew to me. 


ſean tho” J am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quick'ned by thy breath: 
dh lead me whereſo'er I go, 


'Thro' this day's life or death. 


This day, be bread and peace my lot: 
All elſe beneath the ſun 

I hou know'ſt if beſt beſtow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


o Thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth, ſea, ſkies, 

ne chorus let all beings raiſe ! 

All nature's incenſe riſe! 


+ Sorta a : 
— . — 
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To THE EARL OF WARWICK, ON ru? 


DEATH OF MR. ADDISON. 


JT” dumb too long, the drooping Muſe hath ſtWe's 

And left her debt to Addiſon unpaid, ay 
Blame not her ſilence, Warwick, but bemoan, ft 
| And judge, oh judge, my boſom by your own. ! 


What mourner ever felt poetic fires! yg 
Slow comes the verſe that real woe inſpires: nd 
Grief unaffected ſuits but ill with art, O 
Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart. ad | 

Can I forget the diſmal night that gave lon 
My ſoul's beſt part for ever to the grave! ha 
How ſilent did his old companions tread, vou 


By mid- night lamps, the manſions of the dead, Mar. 
TT hro' breathing ſtatues, then unheeded things, hie 
Thro' rows of warriors, and thro' walks of kinyerr 
What awe did the ſlaw ſolemn knell inſpire; Welt: 
The pealing organ, and the pauſing choir; Ind 
The duties by the lawn-rob'd prelate pay d; Nee 
And the laſt words, that duſt to duſt convey d! lace 
While ſpeechleſs o'er thy cloſing grave we bend Mor 
Accept theſe tears, thou dear departed friend, fa 
Oh gone for ever, take this long adieu; In 
And ſleep in peace, next thy lov d Montagu. ha 
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lo ſtrew freſh laurels let the taſk be mine, 

| frequent pilgrim, at thy ſacred ſhrine; 

ine with true ſighs thy abſence to bemoan, 

nd grave with faithful epitaphs thy ſtone. 

fer from me thy lov'd memorial part, 

ay ſhame affli& this alienated heart; 

, Wf thee forgetful if I form a ſong, 

ylyre be broken, and untun'd' my tongue, 

y grief be doubled from thy image free, 

Indmirth a torment, unchaſtis'd by thee. 

Oft let me range the gloomy iſles alone, 

ad luxury! to vulgar minds unknown, 

long the walls where ſpreading marble ſhow 

hat worthies form the hallow'd mould below ; 
roud names, who once the reigns of empire held; 

, Warms whotriumph'd; or in arts excell'd; 

„ liefs, grac'd with ſcars, and prodigal of blood; 

ing ern patriots, who for ſacred freedom ſtood ; | 
iſt men, by whom impartial laws were giv'n ; 
nd ſaints who taught, and led, the way to heav'n ; 

e er to theſe chambers, where the mighty reſt, 

1: FWnce their foundation, came a nobler gueſt ; 

endMWor e er was to the bow'rs of bliſs convey'd 

, fairer ſpirit or more welcome ſhade. 

In what new region, to the juſt aſſign d, 


Phar new employments pleaſe th' unbody'd mind 
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256 oN THE DEATH 
A winged virtue, through the ethereal ſky 
From world to world unweary'd does he fly 
Or curious trace the long laborious maze 
Of heaven's decrees, where wond'ring angels oareif 
Does he delight to hear bold ſeraphs tell 
How Michael battel'd and the dragon fell ; 
Or mixt with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love, not ill eſſay d below? 
Or doſt thou warn poor mortals left behind, 
A taſk well-ſuited to thy gentle mind? 
Oh! if ſometimes thy ſpotleſs form deſcend : 
To me, thy aid, thou guardian Genius, lend! 
When rage miſguides me, or when fear alarms, 
When pain diſtreſſes, or when pleaſure charms, 
In ſilent whiſp'rings purer thoughts impart, 
And turn from ill a frail and feeble heart; 
Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before, 
Till bliſs ſhall join, nor death can part us more. 
'T hat awful form, which, ſo ye heav'ns decreq; 
Muſt ſtill be lov'd and ſtill deplor'd by me; 
In nightly viſions ſeldom fails to riſe, 
Or rous'd by fancy, meets my waking eyes. 
If buſineſs calls, or crowded courts invite; 
Th' unblemiſh'd ſtateſman ſeems to ſtrike my li 
If in the ſtage I ſeek to ſooth my care; 
I meet his ſoul which breathes in Cato there; 
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{ penſive to the rural ſhades I rove; 

is ſhape o'ertakes me in the lonely grove: 

Twas there of juſt and good he reaſon'd ſtrong, 
lear'd ſome great truth or rais'd ſome ſerious ſong : 
[here patient ſhow'd us the wile courſe to ſteer, 

\ candid cenſor, and a friend ſevere; 

There taught us how to live; and, oh! too high 
The price for knowledge, taught us how to die. 

Thou hill, whoſe brow the antique ſtructures grace, 

ear d by bold chiefs of Warwick's noble race, 

Thy, once ſo lov'd, when cer thy bow'r appears, 

her my dim eye-balls glance the ſudden tears! 

low ſweet were once thy proſpeRs freſh and fair, 
hy ſloping walks, and unpolluted air! 

bw ſweet the glooms beneath thy aged trees, 

hy aoon tide ſhadow, and thy ev'ning breeze! 

e, Is image thy forſaken bow'rs reſtore; 


8, 


hy walks and airy proſpects charm no more; 

o more the ſummer in thy glooms allay'd, 

hy evening breezes, and thy noon-day ſhade. 
From other ills, however fortune frown'd ; 
me refuge in the muſe's art I found; 

luctant now I toucht the trembling ſtring 
reft of him, who taught me how to ſing; 

bd theſe ſad accents, murmur'd o'er his urn, 


tray that abſence, they attempt to mourn. - 
KK 
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Oh! muſt I then, now freſh my boſom bleeds 
And Craggs in death to Addiſon ſucceeds, 
The verſe, begun to one loſt friend, prolong ; 
And weep a ſecond in th' unfiniſh'd ſong! | 
"Theſe works divine, which on his death-bed hit 

To thee, O Craggs, th' expiring ſage convey'd, 
Great, but ill omen'd monument of fame, 1 
Nor he ſurviv'd to give, nor thou to claim. 1 
Swift after him thy focial ſpirit flies, 
And cloſe to his, how ſoon ! thy coffin lies. A 
Bleſt pair! whoſe union future bards ſhall tell 

In future tongues: each others boaft! farewell hy, 
Farewell! whom join'd in fame, in friendſhip try 
No chance cou'd ſever, nor the grave divide. 


COLIN AND LUCY. 


5 Leinſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 

or c'er did Liffy's limpid ſtream 

Reflect ſo ſweet a face: 

ill luckleſs love, and pining care, 

| Impair'd her roſy hue, 

er coral lips, and damaſk checks, 


And eyes of gloſſy blue. 


T 


"I 


al 


dh! have you ſeen a lilly pale, 
When beating rains deſcend ? 

> droop'd the ſlow-conſuming maid, 
Her life now near its end. 

py Lucy warn'd, of flatt ring ſwains 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair: 

f vengeance due to broken vows, 
e perjur'd ſwains, beware. 


Ihre times, all in the dead of night, 
A bell was heard to ring; 

nd ſhrieking at her window thrice, 
The raven flap'd his wing. 

oo well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The ſolemn boding ſound ; | 
| Kk 2 
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And thus, in dying words, beſpoke 


The virgins weeping round: 


I hear a voice, you cannot hear, 
Which ſays, I muſt not ſtay ; 

] ſee a hand, you cannot ſee, 

Which beckons me away. 

© By a falſe heart, and broken vows, 
In early youth I die: 

Was I to blame, becauſe his bride 
Was thrice as rich as I? 


© Ah Colin! give not her thy vows, 
_ * Vows due to me alone: 
Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 
Nor think him all thy own, 
©To-morrow, in the church to wed, 
© Impatient, both prepare! 


X But know, fond maid ; and know, falſe man, 


That Lucy will be there! 


Then bear my corſe, my comrades, bear, 
This bridegroom blyth to meet, 

He in his wedding: trim ſo gay, 
I in my winding- ſhect. 


COLIN AND LUCY. 
de ſpoke ;ſhe dy'd; her corſe was born, 


15 
(>, 
— 


The bridegroom blyth to meet, 
e in his wedding-trim fo gay, 
| She in her winding-ſheet,. 


Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts ? 
How were theſe nuptials kept? 
The brideſmen flock'd round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 
onfuſion, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell: 
Ihe damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell, 


rom the vain bride, ah bride no more ! 
The varying crimſon fled, 

When, ſtretch'd before her rival's corſe, 
She ſaw her huſband dead. 

hen to his Lucy's new-made grave, 

| Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 

ne mould with her, beneath one ſod, 
For ever he remains. 


t at this grave, the conſtant hind, 
And plighted maid are ſeen ; 
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With garlands gay, and true-love knots, 
They deck the ſacred green; 

But, ſwain forſworn, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear; 

Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 


Bu 


WILLIAM and MARGARET 


I. 
WAS at the ſilent, ſolemn hour, Av 
When night and morning meet; 
In glided MaxGaReT's grimly ghoſt, Ne 
And ſtood at WII. LI A M's feet. 
II. 
Her face was like an April morn, | 
Clad in a wintry cloud: 
And clay-cold was her lilly hand, of 
'That held her fable ſhroud. 
III. | 
So ſhall the faireſt face appear, Be 
When youth and years are flown: 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, Ar 
When death has reft their crown. 


MARGARET. 
IV. 


That ſips the ſilver dew ; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, 
| Juſt opening to the view. 
V. 
But love had, like the canker-worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 


he roſe grew pale, and left her cheek; 


She dy'd before her time. 
VI. 
Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave ; 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refus'd to fave. 
VII. 
This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain; 
When yawning graves give up their dead 
To haunt the faithleſs ſwain. 
VIII. 
Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge, and broken oath: 
And give me back my maiden vow, 


And give me back my troth, 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flower, 
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IX. 
Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 


Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright, 


Yetleave thoſe eyes to weep? 
X. 
How could you fay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake? 
How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yetleave that heart to break? 
XI. 
Why did you ſay, my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale! 
And why did I, young, witleſs maid! 
Believe the flattering tale? 
XII. 
That face, alas! no more is fair; 


Thoſe lips no longer red: 


Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 


And every charm is fled. 
XIII. 
The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
This winding-ſhect I wear: 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


he 


MARGARET. 
XIV. 
But hark! — the cock has warn'd me hence; 
A long and latc-adicu ! 
Come, ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lies, 
Who dy'd for love of you. 
XV. 
The lark ſung loud; the morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her gliſtering head: 
Pale William quak'd in every limb, 
And raving left his bed. 
XVI. 
He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret's body lay: 
And ſtretch'd him on the graſs- green turf, 
That wrap'd her breathleſs clay. 
; XVII. 
Ind thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, 
And thrice he wept full fore: 
hen laid his check to her cold grave, 
And word ſpake never more. 
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A LADY BENIGHTED IN A Wood 


AND HAVING LOST HER BROTHERS 


# er way the noiſe was, if mine ear be true, 
My veſt guide now; methought it was t! 
Of riot, and ill manag'd merriment, [ ſour 
Such as the jocund flute, or gameſome pipe 
Stirs up among the looſe unletter'd hinds, 
When for their teeming flocks, and granges full 
In wanton dance they praiſe the bounteous Pan, 
And thank the gods amiſs. I ſhould be loth 
Jo meet the rudeneſs, and {will'd infolence let! 
Of ſuch late waſlailers ; yet O where elſe 
Shall I inform my unacquainted feet 
In the blind mazes of this tangl'd wood? uae 
My brothers when they ſaw me wearied out 
With this long way, reſolving here to lodge Pf 
Under the ſpreading favour of theſe pines, 
Stept as they ſaid to the next thicket ſide 
To bring me berries, or ſuch cooling fruit Wa 
As the kind hoſpitable woods provide. we 
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They left me then, when the gray-hooded cv'n 
ikea ſad votariſt in palmer's weed 
Roſe from the hindmoit wheels of Fhocbus' wain, 
ut where they arc, and why they came not back, 
I; now the labour of my thoughts, tis Ukclieſt 
hey had engag'd their wandring ſteps too far, 
And envious darkneſs, ere they could return, 
Had ſtole them from me; elſe O thceviſh night, 
hy ſhould'ſt thou, but for ſome fellonious end, 
nthy dark lantern thus cloſe up the ſtars, 
That nature hung in heav'n, and fill'd their lamps 
Vith everlaſting oil, to give due light 
othe mil-led and lonely traveller? 
his is the place, as well as I may gueſs, 
n, M'hence ev'n now the tumult of loud mirth 
Wasrife, and perfect in my liſt'ning car, 
let nought but ſingle darkneſs do I find. 


1 * . md the 
Nhat might this be? athouſand fantalics 


coin to throng into my memory 

calling ſhapes, and beckning ſhadows dire, 
and airy tongues, that ſyllable mens names 

n ſands and ſhores, and deſart wilderneſſas. 

heſe thoughts may ſtartle well, but not aſtound 
the virtuous mind, that ever walks attended 

Ya ſtrong ſiding champion conſcience. | 
welcome, pure- eyed faith, white-handed hege, 


1 
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Thou hovering angel girt with golden wings, 
And thou unblemiſh'd form of chaſtity ; 

I ſee ye viſibly, and now belicve 
That he, the ſupreme good, t'whom all things ill wc 


Are but as ſlaviſh officers of vengeance, 8 
Would fend a gliſt'ring guardian if need were nc 
To keep my lite and honour unaſſail'd. 
Was I deceiv'd, or did a ſable cloud 
'Turn forth her filver lining on the night? 
J did not err, there does a {able cloud E 
Turn forth her ſilver lining on the night, ha 
And caſts a gleam over this tufted grove. Ito 
I cannot hallow to my brothers, but nd 
Such noiſe as | can make to be heard fartheſt Ind 
I'll venture, for my new enliven'd ſpirits Ur 1: 
Prompt me; and they perhaps are not far off, {Wit 
| | ho 
8 y 
SWEET ccho, ſwecteſt nymph that liv'ſt unſeen Nit 
Within thy airy ſhell, Ind 
By flow meanders' margent green, Or] 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, ze b 
Where the love-lorn nightingale he 


Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well; Prſc 
Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle pair Ir v 


hat likeſt thy Narciſſus are? wn 
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O if thou have 
Hid them in ſome flowry cave, 
Tell me but where, 
| {Wwcet queen of parly, daughter of the ſphear, 
So may 'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 
nd give reſounding grace to all heav'n's harmonies. 
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ELD. BRO. Unmuflle ye faint ſtars, and thou fair 
hat wont' ſt to love the travellers benizon, | moon, 
dtoop thy pale viſage through an amber cloud, 

Ind diſinherit Chaos, that reigns here 

n double night of darkneſs, and of ſhades; 

r if your influence be quite damm'd up 

With black uſurping miſts, ſome gentle taper 

I hough a ruſh-candle from the wicker hole 

Vi ſome clay habitation viſit us 

Vith thy long levell'd rule of ſtreaming light. 

Ind thou ſhalt be our ſtar of Arcady, 

Ir Tyrian Cynoſure. 2. BRo. Or if our eyes 

e barr'd that happineſs, might we but hear 

be folded flocks pen'd in their watled cotes, 

r ſound of paſtoral reed with oaten ſtops, 

r whiſtle from the lodge, or village cock 

ſount the night watches to his feathery dames, 


a} 
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"PF would be ſome ſolace yet, ſome little cheating 
In this cloſe dungeon of innumerous bows. 
But O that hapleſs virgin! our loſt ſiſter, 
Where may ſhe wander now, whither betake her 
From the chill dew, amongſt rude burs and thiſtl 
Perhaps ſome cold bank is her bolſter now, 
Or 'sgainſt the rugged bark of ſome broad elm 
Leans her unpillow'd head, fraught with fad fezrs 
What if in wild amazement, and affright, 

Or, while we ſpeak, within the direful grafp 
Of ſavage hunger, or of ſavage heat? 

ELD. BRO. Peace, brother, be not over-cxquil 

To caſt the faſhion of uncertain evils; 

For grant they be ſo, while they reſt unknown, 
What need a man foreſtall his date of grief, 
And run to meet what he would moſt avoid? 
Or if they be but falſe alarms of fear, 

How bitter is ſuch ſelf-deluſion? 

J do not think my ſiſter ſo to ſeck, 

Or ſo unprincipl'd in virtue's book, 

And the ſweet peace that goodneſs boſoms ever, 
As that the ſingle want of light and noiſe 
(Not being in danger, as I truſt ſhe is not) 
Could ſtir the conſtant mood of her calm thous! 
And put them into miſ-becoming plight. 

Virtue could ſee to do what virtue would {on 
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y her own radiant light, though ſun and moon 
Were in the flat ſea ſunk. And wiſdomi's (elf 
t ſecks to ſweet retired ſolitude, 
Where with her beſt nurſe contemplation, 
he plumes her feathers and lets grow her wings, 
Phat in the various buſtle of reſort 
ere all too ruffl'd, and ſometimes impair'd. 
ethat has light within his own clear breaſt 
lay ſit i th' center, and enjoy bright day; 
ut he that hides a dark ſoul, and foul thoughts, 
enighted walks under the mid-day fun; 
imſclf is his own dungcon. 
2. BRO. I is molt true, 
„Hat muſing meditation moſt affects 

he penſive ſecrecy of deſart cell, 

ir from the cheerful haunt of men and herds, 

Ind fits as fate as in a ſenate houſe: 

or who would rob a hermit of his weeds, 

is few books, or his beads, or maple diſh, 

r do his gray hairs any violence? 
ut beauty, like the fair Heſperian tree 
aden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
dragon- watch with uninchanted eye, 
ug o fave her bloſſoms, and defend her fruit 
rom the raſh hand of bold incontinence. 
ou may as well ſpread out the unſun'd heaps 
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Of miſers treaſure by an out-law's den, 
And tell me it is ſafe, as bid me hope 
Danger will wink on opportunity, 

And let a ſingle helpleſs maiden paſs WI 
Uninjur'd in this wild ſurrounding waſte f 
Of night, or lonelineſs it recks me not, 

I fear the dread events that dog them both, 
Leſt ſome ill · greeting touch attempt the perſon Wy 
Of our unowned ſiſter. 

EL D. BRO. I do not, brother, 
Infer, as if I thought my ſiſter's ſtate dom 
Secure without all doubt, or controverſy: 

Yet where an equal poiſe of hope and fear 
Does arbitrate th' event, my nature is 
That J incline to hope, rather than fear, 
And gladly baniſh ſquint ſuſpicion. 
My ſiſter is not ſo defenceleſs left 
As you imagine, ſhe has a hidden ſtrength 
W hich you remember not. 
2. BRo. What hidden ſtrength, 
Unleſs the ſtrength of heav'n, if you mean that! 

ELD. BRO. I mean that too, but yet a hid 

ſtrength, 
Which if heav'n gave it, may be term'd her own: 
"Tis chaſtity, my brother, chaſtity : 
She that has that, is clad in compleat ſteel, 
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/ Df 

Andlike a quiver'd nymph with arrows keen 
May trace huge foreſts, and unharbour'd heaths, 
Infamous hills, and ſandy perilous wildes, 
here through the ſacred rays of chaſtity, 
No ſavage fierce, bandite, or mountaineer 
ill dare to foil her virgin puricy: 
ea there, where very deſolation dwells 
By grots, and caverns ſhag'd with horrid ſhades, 
She may paſs on with unblench'd majeſty, 
Þ:it not done in pride, or in preſumption, 
dome ſay no evil thing that walks by night, 
fog, or fire, by lake, or mooriſh fen, 
ue meagre hag, or ſtubborn unlaid ghoſt, 
Ihat breaks his magic chains at Curfue time, 

o goblin, or ſwart fairy of the mine, 

ath hurtful power o'er true virginity. 
bo ye believe me yet, or ſhall 1 call 
ntiquity from the old ſchools of Greece 
0 teſtify the arms of chaſtity? 
lence had the huntreſs Dian her dread bow, 
at? Nair filver-ſhafted queen for ever chaſte, 
1100 herewith ſhe tam'd the brinded lioneſs, 
nd ſpotted mountain pard, but ſet at nought 
he frivolous bolt of Cupid; gods and men 
ear d her ſtern frown,and ſhewasqueeno'th'woods, 
hat was that ſneaky- headed Gorgon ſhield 
| Mm 
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That wiſe Minerva wore, unconquer'd virgin, 
Wherewith ſhe freez'd her foes to congeal'd ſtony, 
But rigid looks of chaſte auſterity, 
And noble grace that daſh'd brute violence 
With ſudden adoration, and blank awe! 

So dear to heav'n is faintly chaſtity, 
That when a ſoul is found ſincerely fo, 
A thouſand liveried angels lacky her, 

Driving far off each thing of fin and guilt, 

And in clear dream, and ſolemn viſion, 

Tell her of things that no groſs ear can hear, 
Till oft converſe with heav'nly habitants 

Begin to caſt a beam on th' outward ſhape, 

The unpollated temple of the mind, 

And turns it by degrees to the ſoul's eſſence, 

'T illall be made immortal: but when luſt, 

By unchaſte looks, looſe geſtures, and foul talk, 
But moſt by leud and laviſh act of fin, 

Lets in deſilement to the inward parts, 

'The ſoul grows clotted by contagion, 
Imbodies, and imbrutes, till ſhe quite loſe 

The divine property of her firſt being. 

Such are thoſe thick and gloomy ſhadows damp 
Oft ſeen in charnel vaults, and ſepulchres, 
Lingring and fitting by a new-made grave, 

As loth to leave the body that it lov'd, 
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And link'd itſelf by carnal ſenſuality 


To a degenerate and degraded ſtate. 


2 BEKO. How charming is divine philoſophy ! 
Not harſh, and crabbed, as dull focis ſuppoſe, 
Put muſical as is Apollo's late, 

And a perpetual feaſt of nectar'd ſweets, 

here no crude ſurfeit reigns. 
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UT from the horror of infernal deeps, 
My poor afflited ghoſt comes here to plain: 
Attended with my ſhame that never ſleeps, 
The fpot wherewith my kind and youth did ſtaini 
My body found a grave where to contain it: 
A ſheet could hide my face, but not my lin, 
For fame finds never tomb t' incloſe it in. 


And which is worſe, my foul is now denied 
Her tranſport to the ſweet Elyſian reſt, 
The joyful bliſs for ghoſts repurified, 
The ever-ſpringing gardens of the bleſt: 
Charon denies me waftage with the reſt, 
And ſays, My ſoul can never paſs the river, 
Till lovers ſighs on earth ſhall ir deliver, 
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oſhall I never paſs; for how ſhould 1 

rocure this ſacrifice amongſt the living? 

[ime hath long ſince worn out the memory 
doch of my life, and lives unjuſt depriving, 
Sorrow for me is dead for aye reviving. 
Roſamond hath little left her but her name, 


And that diſgrac'd, for time hath wrong'd the 
| lame. 
o muſe ſuggeſts the, pity of my caſe, 

ich pen doth overpaſs my juſt complaint, 

hilſt others are preferr'd, tho' far more baſe ; 
hore's wife is grac'd, and paſſes fora ſaint; 

er legend jultifies her foul attaint : 2 
Her well-told tale did ſuch compaſſion find, 1 
ni hat ſhe is paſs'd, and I am left behind. , 
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hich ſeen with grief, my miſcrable ghoſt, 
Whilom inveſted in fo fair a vail, 

bich, whilſt it liv'd, was honour'd of the moſt; 
nd being dead, gives matter to bewail) 

omes to ſolicit thee (whilſt others fail) 

To take this taſk, and in thy woful ſong 

o form my caſe, and regiſter my wrong. 
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though I know thy juſt lamenting muſe, 
old in th' affection of thine own diſtreſs ; 
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In others cares hath little time to uſe, nd 
And therefore may'ſt eſteem of mine the lc{:; He 
Yet as thy hopes attend happy redreſs: Ar 
The joys depending on a woman's grace, 
So move thy mind, a wotul woman's caſe. he 
ep 
Delia may hap to deign to read our ſtory, 'F 
And offer up her ſighs amongſt the reſt, 0t 
Whoſe merit would ſuffice fob both our glor, Wc! 
W hereby thou mightſt be grac'd and I be ble, Ne 
I hat indulgence would profit me the beſt: Ar 
Such pow'r ſhe hath by whom thy youth is le 
Jo joy the living, and to bleſs the dead. 71 
Joy 
So I (through beauty) made the woful'ſt wight, Na 
By beauty might have comfort after death ; ba 
Ihat dying faireſt, by the faireſt might tt 
Find life above on carth, and reſt beneath: Dil 
She that can bleſs us with one happy breath, Nis 
Give comfort to thy muſe to do her belt, | 
That thereby thou mayſt joy, and I may rc, ſe 
yt 
Thus ſaid, forthwith mov'd with a tender car: tu 
And pity (which myſelf could never find, ) ad. 
What ſhe delir'd my muſe deign'd to declare, He 


And therctore will'd her boldly tell her mind: 
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id I (more willing) took this charge aſſign'd, 
Becauſe her gricts were worthy to be known, 
und telling hers, might hap forget mine own. 


hen write (quoth ſhe) the ruin of my youth, 
eport the downfal of my flipp'ry ſtate ; 
I all my life reveal the ſimple truth, 
otcach to others what I lcarnt too late; 

xemplify my frailty, tell how fate 

Keeps in eternal dark our fortunes hidden, 

und c'er they come to know them tis forbidden, 


cwhil'{t the ſun-ſhine of my fortune laſted, 
joy'd the happieſt warmth, the ſweeteſt heat 
it, Wt ever yet imperious beauty taſted: | 
bad what glory ever fleſh could get; 


t this fair morning had a ſhametul ſet; 
Diſgracc, dark'd honour, ſin did cloud my brow, 
As note the ſequel, and I'll tell thee how. 


he blood I ſtain'd was good, and of the belt; 
birth had honour, and my beauty fame; 
are NRture and fortune join'd to make me bleſt, 

ad I had grace t' have known to'uſe the ſame, 
education ſhew'd from whence it came, 
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And all concurr'd to make me happy fir!?, 
That ſo great hope might make me more accu 


Happy liv'd I, whillt parents eye did guide 

The indiſcretion of my feeble ways; 

And country home kept me from being cy'd, 

Where beſt, unknown, I ſpent my ſweetelt days, 

Till that my friends mine honour ſought to rail: 
To higher place, which greater credit yields, 
Deeming ſuch beauty was unfit for fields. 


From country then to court TI was prefer'd, 
From calm to ſtorms, from ſhoar into the deeps; 
There, where | pcriſh'd, where my youth firſt en 
There, where ] loſt the flower which honour ke: 
There, where the worſer thrives, the better wee] 
Ah me! (poor wench) on this unhappy ſhelf, 


grounded me, and calt away myſelf. 


There, where as frail and tender beauty ſtands, 
With all aflaulting powers environed ; 
Having but prayers and weak feeble hands 
Jo hold their honours fort unvanquiſhed ; 
'There where to ſtand, and be unconquered, 
Is to be 'bove the nature of our kind, 
That cannot long, for pity, be unkind. 
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or thither com'd, when years had arm'd my youth, 


ich rareſt proof of beauty ever ſeen: 

Vhen my reviving eye had learnt the truth, 
hat it had power to make the winter green, 
nd flour affections, whereas none had been; 
Soon could I teach my brow to tyrannize, 
+ 
or age I ſaw (tho years with cold conceit 
ongeal'd their thoughts againſt a warm deſire,) 
«ſigh their want, and look at ſuch a bait: 

aw how youth was wax before the fire; 

ſaw by ſtealth, I fram'd my look a lyre, 

Vet well perceiv'd how fortune made me then 
The envy of my ſex, and wonder unto men. 


* 


ook how a comet, at the firſt appearing, 

aws all mens eyes with wonder to behold it; 
r as the ſaddeſt tale, at ſudden hearing, 

akes ſilent, liſtning unto him that told it; 
did my ſpeech, when rubies did unfold ir; 
o did the blazing of my bluſh appear, 


, 


b beauty! Syren, fair enchanting good, 
ſect ſilent rhetoric of perſwading eyes; 
Nn 


And make the world do homage to mine eyes. 


JL'amaze the world that holds ſuch ſights ſo dear. 
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Dumb cloquence, whoſe power doth move the blyg 


More than the words or wiſdom of the wile ; 
Still harmony, whoſe diapaſon lies 
Within a brow ; the key which paſſions move 
To raviih ſenſe, and play a world in love. 


What might then not do, whoſe power is ſuch 
What cannot women do that know their power 
What woman knows it not (I fear too much) 
How bliſs or bale lies in their laugh or lour ! 
Whiiſt they enjoy their happy blooming flower, 
. Whilſt nature decks them in their beſt attircs 


Of youth and beauty, which the world admir 


Such one was I, my beauty was mine own; 


No borrowed bluſh, which bankrupt beauties ſaf 


J hat new found ſhame, a ſin to us unknown; 

Th adulterate beauty of a falſed cheek, 

Vile ſtain to honour and to women eke; 
Sceing that time our fading muſt detect, 
Thus with defect to cover our defect. 


Impiety of times, chaſtity's abator, 
Falſhood, wherein thyſelf thyſelf denieſt; 
'Treaſon to counterfeit the ſeal of nature, 


Theſtamp of heaven, impreſſed by the Highcl: WI 


Diſgrace unto the world, to whom thou lieſt. 


It 
\ 
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dol unto thyſelf, ſname to the wiſe, 
Ind all that honour thee idolatrize. 


Far was that ſin from us, whoſe age was pure, 
When ſimple beauty was accounted beſt ; 
he time when women had no other lure 

Pit modeſty, pure checks, a virtuous breaſt, 

his was the pomp wherewith my youth was bleſt : 
Theſe were the weapons which mine honour won, 
In all the conflicts which mine eyes begun; 

. ject, 

Which were not ſmall, I wrought on no mean ob- 

rei crown was at my feet, ſcepters obey'd me; ſject, 
hom fortune made my king, love made my ſub- 
ho did command the land, moſt humbly pray'd me, 

ea lenty the ſecond, that ſo highly weigh'd me; 

ound well (by proof) the privilege of beauty, 
That it had power to countermand all duty, 


or aſter all his victories in France, 

id all the triumphs of his honour won; 
Inmatch'd by ſword, was vanquiſh'd by a glance, 
nd hotter wars within his breaſt begun: 

Jars, whom whole legions of deſires drew on; 
Againſt all which, my chaſtity contends 

ncith force of honour, which my ſhame defends, 
cl: Nnz2 
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No ſtratagem, no reaſon could amend, 


6. — VW 
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No armour might be found that could defend 
Tranſpiercing rays of chriſtal pointed eyes ; 


oO: 
lay 


of 


No, not his age; (yet old men ſhould be wiſe) WM 
But ſhews deceive, outward appearance lies. II 
Let none for ſeeming ſo think ſaints of others; 
For all are men, and all have ſuck d their mother 


Who would have thought a monarch would ha 
Obey'd his hand-maid of ſo mean eſtate ; (en 
Vulture ambition feeding on his liver, 
Age having worn his pleaſures out of date; 
But hap comes never, or it comes too late: 
For ſuch a dainty which his youth found not, 
Unto his feeble age did chance a lot. 


Ah fortune! never abſolutely good, 

For that ſome croſs ſtil] counter-checks our luck, 

As here behold th' incompatible blood 

Of age and youth, was that whereon we ſtuck, 

Whoſe loathing we from nature's breaſts do ſuck; 
As oppoſite to what our blood requires, 
For equal age doth equal like deſires. 


But mighty men, in higheſt honour ſitting, 
Nought but applauſe and pleaſure can behold: 
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dooth'd in their liking, careleſs what is fitting, 
lay not be ſuffer'd once to think they're old: 
ot truſting what they ſee, but what is told. 
Miſerable fortune to forget ſo far 

The ſtate of fleſh, and what our frailties are. 


eMct muſt I need excuſe ſo great defect 
or drinking of the Lethe of mine eyes, 
1nWe's forc'd to forget himſelf, and all reſpect 
Wt majeſty, whereon his ſtate relies: 
Ind now of loves and pleaſures muſt deviſe. 
For thus reviv'd again, he ſerves and ſu'th, 
And ſeeks all means to undermine my youth. 
[hich never by aſſault he could recover, 
well encamp'd in ſtrength of chaſte deſires: 
y clean-arm'd thoughts repell'd an unchaſte lover, 
he crown that could command what it requires, 
eſſer priz'd than chaſtity's attires. 
1h unſtain'd vail, which innocents adorns, 


| h'ungather'd roſe, defended with the thorns, 


ck; 


d ſafe mine honour ſtood, till that in truth, 
e of my ſex, of place and nature bad, 


as ſet in ambuſh to intrap my youth. 
Pe in the habit of like frailty clad, 
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One whotheliv'ry of like weakneſs had. T 
A ſceming matron, yet a ſinful monſter, V 
As by her words the chaſter ſort may conſtrue. 

' 1 


She ſet upon me with the ſmootheſt ſpeech nd 
That court and age could cunningly deviſe: but 
Th' one authentic, made her fit to teach, an 
The other learn'd her how to ſubtilize. nc 
Both were enough to circumvent the wiſe. OL 


A document that well might teach the ſage, W 
That there's no truſt in youth, nor hope in age 


Daughter (ſaid ſne) behald thy happy chance, 
That haſt the lot caſt down into thy lap, 
Whereby thou mayſt thy honour great advance, 
Whilſt thou (unhappy) wilt not ſee thy hap: 
Such fond reſpect thy youth doth fo inwrap, 
J oppoſe thyſelf againſt thine own good fort 
That points thee out, and ſeems thee to importu 


Doſt thou not ſee, how that thy king (thy Jove) 
Lightens forth glory on thy dark eſtate: 


And ſhowers down gold and treaſure from above 
Whilſt thou doſt ſhut thy lap againſt thy fate 


Fie, fondling, fie, thou wilt repent too late 
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The error of thy youth ; that canſt not ſee 
\What is thy fortune that doth follow thee. 


[hou muſt not think thy flower can always flouriſh, 
nd that thy beauty will be ſtill admir'd; 


ancell'd with time, will have their date expired, 
nd men will ſcorn what now is ſo deſired. 

Our frailties doom is written in the flowers, 
Which flouriſh now, and fade e're many hours. 


lead in my face the ruins of my youth, 
ne wreck of years upon my aged brow; 
have been fair (I muſt confeſs the truth) 
„ ad ſtood upon as nice reſpects as thou; 
loſt my time, and I repent it now. 
But were I to begin my youth again, 


tu would redeem the time I ſpent in vain. 
wv 
ut thou haſt years and privilege to uſe them, 
ve) ty privilege doth bear beauty's great ſeal ; 
ſides, the law of nature doth excuſe them, 
ore whom thy youth may have a juſt appeal. 


ſteem not fame more than thou doſt thy weal. 


* 
. 


ut that thoſe rays which all theſe flames do nouriſh, 


Fame (whereof the world ſeems to make ſuch 


$ but an echo, and an idle voice. [choice) 
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Then why ſhould this reſpect of honour bound Hh 
In the imaginary liſts of reputation ? 1 
Titles which cold ſeverity hath found us, 
Breath of the vulgar, foe to recreation: 
Melancholy's opinion, cuſtom's relation; 
Pleaſure's plague, beauty's ſcourge, hell to the fi 


To leave the ſweet for caſtles in the air. . 
hy 
Pleaſure is felt, opinion but concciv'd, Thy 


Honour, a thing without us, not our own 
Whereof we ſee how many are bereav'd, 
Which ſhould have reap'd the glory they had lon 
And many have it, yet unworthy, known. 
So breathes his blaſt this many-headed beaſt, 
Whercof the wiſeſt have eſteemed leaſt. lere 


The ſubtil city- women, better learn'd, ci 
Eſteem them chaſte enough that beſt ſeem ſo: 
Who tho' they ſport, it ſhall not be diſcern'd, 
Their face bewraies not what their bodies do; 
"Tis wary walking that does ſafelieſt go. 
With ſhew of virtue, as the cunning knows, 
Babes are beguil'd with ſweets, and men Mes 
ſhoſſp ſe 
Then uſe thy talent, youth ſhall be thy warrant, re 
And let not honour from thy ſports detract: vi 
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uM hou muſt not fondly think thyſelf tranſparent, 
hat thoſe who ſee thy face can judge thy fact, 

t her have ſhame that cannot cloſely act. 

And ſeem the chaſte, which is the chiefeſt art, 

For what we ſeem cach ſee, none knows our heart, 


hat, doſt thou ſtand on this, that he is old? 
hy beauty hath the more to work upon, 

[hy pleaſure's want ſhall be ſupply'd with gold, 
old age dotes moſt, when heat of youth is gone: 
nticing words prevail with ſuch a one. 

ou Alluring ſhews moſt deep impreſſion ſtrikes, 
For age is prone to credit what it likes. 


ere interrupt, ſhe leaves me in a doubt, 
hen lo! began the combat in my blood, 
ang my youth inviron'd round about, 


he ground uncertain where my reaſons ſtood); 
nall my defence to make my party good, 
Againſt ſuch powers which were ſo ſurely laid, 
1ooverthrow a poor unſkilful maid. 

n vWeaſon was in my bones, myſelf conſpiring 
ſhoſſp ſell myſelf to luſt, my ſoul to fin: 

rant, pre bluſhing ſhame was even in retiring, 

:; [-ingthe ſacred hold it gloried in. 

| Oo 
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Honour lay proſtrate for my fleſh to win, 
When cleaner thoughts my weakneſs gan uphiW\ 
Againſt myſelf, and ſhame did force me ſay; . 

| 1 

W. 

A 


Ah! Roſamond, what doth thy fleſh prepare? 
Deſtruction to thy days, death to thy fame; 
Wilt thou betray that honour held with care, 
I intomb with black reproach a ſpotted name! 
Leaving thy bluſh, the colours of thy ſhame! 

Opening thy feet to ſin, thy ſoul to luſt, 

Graceleſs to lay thy glory in the duit? h 
i 
Nay firſt let the earth gape wide to ſwallow the H 
And ſhut thee up in boſom with her dead, 1 
E're ſerpent tempt thee taſte forbidden tree, B 
Or fecl the warmth of an unlawful bed, 
Suffering thyſelf by luſt to be miſled; 

So to diſgrace thyſelf and grieve thine heirs, 


'T hat Clifford's race ſhould ſcorn thee one of the 


Never wiſh longer to enjoy the air, 
Than that thou breath'ſt the breath of chaſtity 


Longer than thou preſerv'ſt thy ſoul as fair 
As thy face, free from impurity. 


Thy face, that makes thee admir'd in every eye 
Where nature's care ſuch rarities enrol, 


Which us'd amiſs, may ſerve to damn thy ſo 
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gut what? he is my king, and may conſtrain me, 
Whether 1 yield or not I live defamed. 

ſhe world will think authority did gain me, 

I ſhall be judg'd his love, and fo be ſhamed, 

We ſee the fair condemn'd, that never gamed. 

And if I yield. 'tis honourable ſhame, 

If not, I live diſgrac'd, yet thought the ſame, 
IWhat way is left thee then (unhappy maid!) 
hereby thy ſpotleſs foot may wander out 
I his dreadful danger, which thou ſeeſt is laid, 
herein thy ſhame doth compaſs thee about? 

hee Hhy fimple years cannot reſolve this doubt. 

Thy youth can never guide thy foot fo even, 


But (in deſpite) ſome ſcandal will be given, 


hus ſtood I ballanc'd equally precile, 

il my frail fleſh did weigh me down to ſin; 

il world and pleaſure made me partialize, 

nd glittering pomp my vanity did win, 

hen to excuſe my fault my luſts begin, 

tity And impious thoughts alledg'd this wanton clauſe, 
That tho' I ſinn'd, my fin had honeſt cauſe, + 


8. 
Pthe 


eyeſp well the golden balls caſt down before me, 
ould entertain my courſe, hinder my way: 


y {0 Oo2 
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Whereat my wretchleſs youth ſtooping to ſtore my 
Loſt me the goal, the glory and the day. 
Pleaſure had ſet my well-ſchool'd thoughts to ply 


And bid me uſe the virtue of mine eyes, 


For ſweetly it ſits the fair to wantonize. 


Thus wrought to fin, ſoon was I train'd from cou 
17 a ſolitary grange, there to attend 
The time the king ſhould thither make reſort, 
Where he love's long delir'd work ſhould end. 
'T hither he daily meſſages doth ſend, 
With coſtly jewels (orators of love,) 

Which (ah! too well men know )do women mov 


The day before the night of my defeature, 
He grects me with a caſket richly wrought ; 
SO rare, that art did ſeem to ſtrive with nature, 
T' expreſsthe cunning workman's curious thought 
'The myſtery whereof I prying ſought, 
And found engraven on the lid above, 
Amymone, how ſhe with Neptune ſtrove. 


Amymone, old Danaus' faireſt daughter, 
As ſhe was fetching water all alone 

At Lerna: whereas Neptune came and caught rat 
From whom ſhe ſtriv d and ſtruggled to be gong FT" 
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i:W:thing the air with cries and piteous moan 

But all in vain, with him ſhe's forc'd to go, 

Lis ſhame that men ſhould uſe poor maidens ſo. 

here might I ſeedeſcribed how ſhe lay, 

\t thoſe proud feet, not ſatisfy'd with prayer: 

uiWiiling her heavy hap, curſing the day, 

act ſo piteous to expreſs deſpair, 

Nad by how much more griev'd, ſo much more fair. 
Her tears upon her cheeks (poor careful girl!) 


Did ſeem againſt the ſun chriſtal and pearl: 


10 hoſe pure clear ſtreams (which lo fo fair appears) 
\rought hotter flames (O miracle of love) 

hat kindles fire in water, heat in tcars, 

nd make neglected beauty mightier prove, 

caching afflicted eyes affect to move; 

o ſhew that nothing ill becomes the fair, 

But cruelty, which yields unto no prayer. 


re, 


ugh 


bis having view'd, and therewith ſomething moved, 
gured I find within the other ſquares, 
ransformed Io, Tones dearly lov'd, 

her affliction how ſhe ſtrangely fares, 

ht frangely diltreſs'd (O beauty, born to cares! 
one Turn d to a heifer, kept with jealous eyes, 
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Always in danger of her hateful ſpies, 


Theſe precedents preſented to my view, 
Wherein the preſage of my fall was ſhown, 
Might have forewarn'd me well what would cn, 
And others harms have made me ſhun mine own; 
But fate is not prevented, though foreknown: 
For that muſt hap, decreed by heav'nly power, 
Who work our fall, yet make the fault itill ours, 


Witneſs the world, wherein is nothing rifer, 
Than miſeries unken'd before they come: 
Who can the characters of chance decipher, 
Written in clouds of our concealed doom? 
Which though perhaps have been reveal's to ſom 
Yet that ſo doubtful (as ſucceſs did prove then 
That men muſt know they have the heay'ns 90 


| thi 


I faw the fin wherein my foot was entring; 

I ſaw how that diſhonour did attend it; 

I ſaw the ſhame whereon my fleſh was ventring, 

Vet had I not the power for to defend it; 

So weak is ſenſe, when error hath condemn'dit. 

Me ſee what's good, and thereto we conſent; 
But yet we chuſe the worſt, and ſoon repent. 
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nd now I come to tell the worſt of illneſs; 

ow draws the date of mine affliction near. 

[ow when the dark had wrapt up all in ſtillneſs, 
nd dreadful black had diſpoſſeſt the clear, 

ome'd was the night (mother of ſleep and fear) 
Who with her ſable mantle friendly covers 

The ſweet ſtoll'n ſport of joyful meeting lovers. 


13. When, lo! I joy'd my lover, not my love, 

nd felt the hand of luſt moſt undeſired ; 
nforc'd th' unproved bitter ſweet to prove, 

\ hich yields no natural pleaſure when 'tis hired; 
ove's not conſtrain'd, nor yet of due required: f 
judge they who are unfortunately wed, | 

on What 'tis to come unto a loathed bed. 


ut ſoon his age receiv'd his ſhort contenting, 
nd ſleep ſcal'd up his languiſhing deſires; 
hen he turns to his reſt, I to repenting, 

to myſelf my waking thought retires ; 

ly nakedneſs had prov'd my ſenſes liars. 

Now open'd were mine eyes to look therein, 
For firſt we taſte the fruit, then ſee our ſin. 


ent. Now did I find my ſelf unparadis'd, 
rom thoſe pure fields of my ſo clean beginning: 
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Now I perceiv'd how ill I was advis'd, 


My fleſh gan loath the new-telt touch of finning, 
Shame leaves us by degrees, not at firſt winning: 
For nature cheeks a new offence with loathing 
But uſe of ſin doth make it ſeem as nothing. 


And uſe of {in did work in me a boldneſs ; 
And love in him incorporates ſuch zeal ; 
That jealouſy increas'd with age's coldneſs, 


Fearing to loſe the joy of all his weal, 


Or doubting time his ſtealth might elſe reveal; 


He's driven to deviſe ſome ſubtil way, 


How he might ſafelieſt keep fo rich a prey. 


A ſtately palace he forthwith did build, 

W hoſe intricate innumerable ways, 

With ſuch confuſed errors, ſo beguil'd 

Th' unguided cntrers with uncertain ſtrays, 

And doubtful turnings kept them in delays ; 
With bootleſs labour leading them about, 
Able to find no way, nor in, nor out. 


Within the cloſed boſom of which frame, 
That ſerv'd a centre to that goodly round, 
Were lodgings, with a garden to the ſame, 


vic 


With ſweeteſt flowers that e' er adorn d the grow l 
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nd all the pleaſures that delight hath found 
T' entertain the ſenſe of wanton eyes, 
fuel of love, from whence luſt's flames ariſe. 


8 9 Um 


ere I inclos'd, from all the world aſunder, 

he miniature of ſhame kept for diſgrace; 

he monſter of fortune, and the world's wonder, 
i'd cloiſtred in ſo deſolate a caſe : 

one but the king might come into the place, 
Vith certain maids that did attend my need, 


\nd he himſelf came guided by a thread. 


jcalouſy ! daughter of envy and love, 

oſt wayward iſſue of a gentle Sire; 

lter d with fears, thy father's joys t' improve; 
th-marring monſter, born a ſubtle liar ; 

tcful unto thy ſelf, flying thine own deſire; 

ceding upon ſuſpect, that doth renew thee ; 
appy were lovers if they never knew thee. 


ou haſt a thouſand gates thou entereſt by, 
ndemning trembling paſſions to our heart: 
ndred-ey'd Argus, ever waking ſpy, 
le hagg, infernal fury, pleaſure's ſmart, 
vious obſerver, prying in every part; 
rouFulpicious, fearful, gazing ſtill about thee; 


P p 
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O would to God that love could be without thy 


Thou didſt deprive (through falſe ſuggeſting ey 
Him of content, and me of liberty, 
The only good that women hold fo dear, 
And turn'ſt my freedom to captivity, 
Firſt made a priſoner e're an enemy: 
Enjoyn'd the ranſom of my body's ſhame, 
Which though I paid, could not redeem the ſi 


What greater torment ever could have been, 

Than to enforce the fair to live retir'd? 

For whatis beauty if it be not ſeen ? 

Or what is't to be feen, if not admir'd ? 

And though admir'd, unleſs in love deſir'd? 
Never were checks of roſes, locks of amber. 
Ordain'd to live impriſon'd in a chamber. 


Nature created beauty for the view, 
(Like as the fire for heat, the ſun for light: 
The fair do hold this privilege as due, 


By ancient charter, to live moſt in ſight, 


And ſhe that is debarr'd it, hath not right. ® 
In vain our friends from this do us dehort, 
For beauty will be where is moſt reſort. 
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he wondrous concourſe of the glitt'ring fair ; 
en 
hat thither covets not to make repair? 
he ſolitary country may not ſtay her. 
Here is the centre of all beauties beſt, 


Excepting Delia, left t adorn the Weſt. 


ere doth the curious, with judicial eyes, 
ontemplate beauty gloriouſly attired: 

nd herein all our chiefeſt glory lies, 

o live where we are prais d and moſt deſired, 
how we joy to ſee our ſelves admired, 

V hilt niggardly our favours we diſcover ; 
We love to be belov'd, yet ſcorn the lover. 


* 


& 1d! 


7 t would to God my foot had never mov'd 
om country-ſafety, from the fields of reſt; 
o know the danger to be highly lov'd, 

d live in pomp to brave among the beſt: 
zppy for me, better had J been bleſt, 

{1 unluckily had never ſtray'd, 

but liv'd at home a happy country maid, 


hoſe unaffected innocency thinks 


 ouileful fraud, as doth the courtly liver: 
Pp 2 


Witneſs the faireſt ſtrects that Thames doth viſit, 


or what rare woman, deck'd with beauty, is it, 
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She's deck d with truth; the river, where ſhe drinkW';s r 
Doth ſerve her for her glaſs; her counſel-giver Th 
She loves ſincerely, and is loved ever. No 

Her days are peace, and ſo ſhe ends her breath, 


(True life that knows not what's to die till deat nd 
Fron 
So ſhould I never have been regiſtred, The: 
In the black book of the unfortunate ; That 
Nor had my name, inroll'd with maids miſled, And 


Which bought their pleaſures at ſo high a rate: Þ In: 

Nor had I taught, (through my unhappy fate) I Wi 
This leſſon (which my ſelf learnt with expeng 
How molt it hurts, that moſt delights the {cn he 


That 
Shame follows ſin, diſgrace is duly given; Left 
Impiety will out, never ſo cloſely done: Whe 


No walls can hide us from the eye of Heaven Enra 
For ſhame muſt end what wickedneſs begun; Þ Bu 
Forth breaks reproach when we leaſt think therÞ® Off 
And this is ever proper unto courts, = 
That nothing can be done, but fame report BY 
Run 
Fame doth explore what lies moſt ſecret hiddÞAnd 
Entring the cloſet of the palace-dweller ; Puri, 
Abroad revealing what is moſt forbidden: To { 
Of truth and falſhood both an equal teller, So 


— — — 
* _ —— om 
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is not a guard can ſerve for to expel her: 
The ſword of juſtice cannot cut her wings, 
Nor ſtop her mouth from uttering ſecret things. 


And this our ſtealth ſhe could not long conceal, 
From her whom ſuch a forfeit moſt concern'd, 
he wronged queen, who could ſo cloſely deal, 
That ſhe the whole of all our practice learned, 
nd watch'd a time when leaſt it was diſcern'd, 
In abſence of the king, to wreak her wrong 
With ſuch revenge as ſhe deſired long. 


he labyrinth ſhe entred by that thread, 
That ſerv'd a conduct to my abſent Lord; 

Left there by chance, reſerv'd for ſuch a deed, 
Where ſhe ſurpriz'd me whom ſhe ſo abhor'd: 
Enrag'd with madneſs, ſcarce ſhe ſpeaks a word, 
But flies with eager fury to my face, 
eu Offering me moſt unwomanly diſgrace. 


Look how a tygreſs that hath loſt her whelp, 
Runs fiercely ranging through the woods aſtray; 
ac And ſeeing her ſelf depriv'd of hope or help, 
Furiouſly affaults what's in her way, 

To fatisfy her wrath (not for a prey;) 

, | >o fell ſhe on me in outrageous wile, 
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As could diſdain and jealouſy deviſc. 


Hav 

: My \ 

And after all her vile reproaches us'd, Riac 
She forc'd me take the poyſon ſhe had brought, Prof 
To end the life that had her ſo abus'd, 4111 
And free her fears, and eaſe her jealous thought; Þ N 
No cruelty her wrath could leave unwrought; My 


No ſpiteful act that to revenge is common; 
(No beaſt being fiercer than a jealous woman. | ſpy, 
| They 
Here take (faid ſhe) thou impudentunclean, Nhat 
Baſe graceleſs ſtrumpet, take this next your heart hq, Q 
_ Yourlove-fick heart, that over charg'd hath been hat 
With pleaſure's ſurfeit, muſt be purg'd with art; My 


'T his potion hath a power that will convert [te 
'Tonought thoſe humours that oppreſs you lo; . 
And (girl) I'll ſee you take it cer I go. Ind! 

But f. 


What! ſtand you now amaz'd; retire you back An 
'Tremble you (minion?) come, diſpatch with (pci... 8 
There is no help, your champion now we lack, Deat 
And all theſe tears you ſhed will nothing ſteed; Io 
Thoſe dainty fingers needs mult do the deed: Oh 
Take it, or Iwill drench you elſe by force, 
And trifle not, leſt that I uſe you worle. 


F 
** 


Having this bloody doom from helliſh breath, 
My woful eyes on every ſide I caſt ; 
Rigor about me, in my hand my death, 
Preſenting me the horror of my laſt ; 
All hope of pity and of comfort pat. 
No means, no power, no forces to contend, 
My trembling hands niuſt give my ſelf my end: 


hoſe hands that beauty's miniſters had been, 
They muſt give death, that me adorn'd of late, 
That mouth that newly gave conſent to fin, 
uſt now receive deſtruction in thereat ; 
That body which my luſt did violate, 
| Muſt ſacrifice itſelf t appeaſe the wrong. 
So ſhort is pleaſure, glory laſts not long). 


'| 


ind ſhe no ſooner ſaw I had it taken, 
Put forth ſhe ruſhes (proud with victory) 
nd leaves m- alone, of all the world forſaken, 
Except of death, which ſhe had left with me. 
„Death and my ſelf alone together be.) 
Io whom ſhe did her full revenge refer. 
Oh poor weak conqueſt both for him and her. 


Then ſtreight my conſcience ſummons up my ſin 
appear before me in a hideous face; 
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304. THE COMPLAINT 
Now doth the terror of my ſoul begin, 
When ev'ry corner of that-hateful place 
Dictates mine error, and reveals diſgrace ; 
Whilſt I remain oppreſt in every part, 


Deathin my body, horror at my heart. 


Down on my bed my loathſome ſelf I caſt, 
The bed that likewiſe gives in evidence 
Againſt my ſoul, and tells I was unchaſt, 
Tells I was wanton, tells I followed ſenſc, 
And therefore caſt, by guilt of mine offence, 
Muſt here the right of heaven nceds ſatisfy, 
And where I wanton lay, muſt wretched dic. 


Here I began to wail my hard miſhap, 
My ſudden, ſtrange unlook'd for miſery, 
Accuſing them that did my youth intrap, 
To give me ſuch a fall of infamy. 

And poor diſtreſſed Roſamond (ſaid I) 


Js this thy glory got, to die forlorn 


In deſerts where no ear can hear thee mourn 


Nor any eye of pity to behold 

The woful end of my fad tragedy; 

But that thy wrongs unſeen, thy tale untold, 
Muſt here in ſecret ſilence buried lie. 
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ud with thee, thine excuſe together die. 
Thy fin reveal'd, but thy repentance hid, 


hy ſhame alive, but dead what thy death did. 


et breathe out to theſe walls the breath of moan, 
ell th' air thy plaints, ſince men thou canſt not tell. 
od though thou periſh deſolate alone, 

ell yet thy ſelf, what thy ſelf knows too well: 

ner thy grief wherewith thy ſoul doth ſwell, 
And let thy heart pity thy heart's remorſe, 

Ind be thy ſelf the mourner and the coarſe. 


ondole thee here, clad all in black deſpair, 

ith ſilence only, and a dying bed; 

hou that of late, fo flouriſhing, ſo fair, 

id it glorious live, admir'd and honoured: 

nd now from friends, from ſuccour hither led, 

Art made a ſpoil to luſt, to wrath, to death, 

ind in diſgrace, forc'd here to yield thy breath, 


N nature (for this good) ingeniate, 
Phew in thee the glory of her belt; 
aming thine eye the (tar of thy ill fate, 
ing thy face the foe to ſpoil the reſt? 
beauty, thou an enemy profeſt 

lo chaſtity, and us that love thee moſt, 


Qq 
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Without thee, how w' are loath'd, and with thee Hr ſec 

vr O0 
You, you that proud with liberty and beauty, Rue 
(And well may you be proud that you be fo) Fealtl 
Glitter in court, lov'd and obſerv'd of duty; Milſt 


Would God I might to you but e're I go \s w 
Speak what I feel, to warn you by my woe, he! 

To keep your feet in cleanly paths of ſhame 
'That no inticing may divert the ſame. whi 
be ſw 


Sceing how 'gainſt your tender weakneſs till, Ws, h 
The ſtrength of wit, and gold, and all is bent; { whi 
And all th' aſſaults that ever might or {kill ilſt 
Can give againſt a chaſte and clean intent : lake 
Ah let not greatneſs work you to confent. And 
The ſpot is foul, tho' by a monarch made, 
Kings cannot privilege what God forbade. Iten: 
thi 

Lock up therefore the treaſure of your love, [over 
Under the ſureſt keys of fear and ſhame: | N cle 
And let no powers have power chaſte thoug ng! 
To make alawlefs entry on your fame. Chet 
Open to thoſe the comfort of your flame, And! 
W hoſe equal love ſhall march with equal pa 
In thoſe pure ways that lead to no diſgrace. N fly 
Rom 
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br ſee how many diſcontented beds, 

ir own aſpiring or our parents pride 

ve caus'd, whilſt that ambition vainly weds 
[calth and not love, honour and nought beſide: 
[ilk married but to titles, we abide 

\s wedded widows, wanting what we have, 
hen ſhadows cannot give us what we crave. 


r whilſt we ſpend the freſheſt of our time, 

he ſweets of youth in plotting in the air; 

bs, how oft we fall, hoping to climb; 
ohither as unprofitably fair, 
bilſt thoſe decays which are without repair, 
Mike us neglected, ſcorned and reprov'd. 
And O what are we, if we be not lov'd?) 


; Ld 


ten therefore upon occaſions fit, 

this, or that, or like diſgrace as mine, 
dovertake your youth or ruin it, 

Id cloud with infamy your beauty's ſhine: 
Ing how many ſeck to undermine 

Ihe treaſury that's unpoſſeſt of any; 

nd hard tis kept thatis deſired of many. 


0 


a ; 
e. N fly (O fly !) theſe bed-brokers unclean, 
he monſters of our ſex) that make a prey 
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Of their own kind, by an unkindly mean; An 


And c'en (like vipers) eating out a way By 

'Thro'th' womb of their own ſhame, accurſcd th 
Live by the death of fame, the gain of fin, By y 
'The filth of luſt, uncleanneſs wallows in. The! 


he 


As if twere not enough that we (poor we) The! 


Have weaknels, beauty, gold and men our focs, Paret 
But we muſt have ſome of our ſelves to be Co: 
1raiors unto our ſelves, to joyn with thoſe ; WI 


Such as our feeble ſorces do diſcloſe, 


And ſtill betray our cauſe, our ſhame, our youll his 
To luſt, to folly, and to mens untruth. A tel 
DIon' 
Fateful confounders both of blood and laws, Ho 
Vile orators of ſname, that plead delight; Tho 
Ungracious agents in a wicked cauſe, | ha 
Factors for darkneſs, meſſengers of night, Bu 
Serpents of guile, devils that do unite 
The wanton taſte of that forbidden tree, But r 


Whoſefruitoncepluck'd, will ſhew how foul an 


And 

Lou in the habit of a grave aſpect, Plac' 
(In credit by the truſt of years) can ſhow poi 
The cunning ways of luſt, and can direct Th 
The fair and wily wantons how to go, WI 


Having (your loathſome ſelves) your youth ſpett N 
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And in uncleanneſs ever have been fed, 
By the revenue of a wanton bed: 


57 you have been the innocent betrayed, 

[he bluſhing fearful boldned unto ſin, 

The wife made ſubtile, ſubtile made the maid, 

The huſband ſcorn'd, diſhonoured the kin; 

Parents diſgrac'd, children infamous been: 
Confas'd our race, and fallified our blood, 


Whilſt fathers ſons poſſeſs wrong fathers good. 


This, and much more, I would have uttered then, 
A teſtament to be recorded ſtill, 
dignd with my blood, ſubſcrib'd with conſcience pen, 
To warn the fair and beautiful from ill; 
1ho' I could wiſh (by the example of my will) 

I had not left this note unto the fair, 
But dy'd inteſtate to have had no heir. 


But now, the poyſon ſpread through all my veins, 
«Yan diſpoſſeſs my living ſenſes quite; 

And nought reſpecting death (the laſt of pains) 
Plac'd his pale colours (th' enſign of his might) 
Upon his new-got ſpoil before his right: 


| Thence chac'd my ſoul, ſetting my day ere noon, 
When I leaſt thought my joys could end fo ſoon. 
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And as convey'd t' untimely funerals, 
My ſcarce cold coarſe not ſuffer'd longer itay : 
Behold! the king (by chance) returning, fall: 
T' encounter with the ſame upon the way, 
As he repair'd to ſee his deareſt joy; 
Not thinking ſuch a meeting could have been. 
To ſee his love, and feeing been unſeen. 


| {ure WI 
Judge thoſe whom chance deprives of ſweeteſt te W 
What tis to loſe a thing we hold fo dear? Ho 
The beſt delight wherein our ſoul takes pleaſure, 1 u 
The ſweet of life, that penetrates ſo near. T 
What paſſions feels that heart, inforc'd to bear | 
The deep impreſſion of fo ſtrange a ſight, Wh 
That overwhelms us, or confonnds us quite! Wh 
But 
Amaz'd he ſtands, nor voice nor body ſtirs; Thi 
Words had no paſlage, tears no iſſue found, Thi 
For ſorrow ſhut up words, wrath kept in tears; TI 
Contus'd effects each other do confound; V. 


Oppreſt with grief, his paſſions had no bound. 
Striving to tell his woes, words would not com Vex 
For light cares ſpeak, when mighty griefs are dun Diſſ. 
Diſtr 
At length extremity breaks out a way, Spen 
Thro' which, th'impriſon'd voice with tears attend ( Sue 
Wails out a ſound that ſorrows do bewray ; | 
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With arms a-croſs, and eyes to Heaven bended, 
Vapouring out ſighs that to the ſkics aſcended; 
dighs (the poor eaſe calamity affords) | words. 
Which ſerve for ſpeech, when ſorrow wanteth 


O Heavens! (quoth he) why do mine eyes behold 
The hateful rays of this unhappy ſun ? 


Why have I light to ſce my fins controul'd, 
| With blood of mine own ſhame thus wildly done? 

How can my fight endure to look thereon? 

Why doth not black eternal darkneſs hide 


That from mine eyes, my heart cannot abide? 


What ſaw my life wherein my ſoul might joy? 
What had my days, whom troubles ſtill afflicted, 
| But only this, to counterpoiſc annoy ? 
IT his joy, this hope, which death hath interdicted; 
This ſweet, whoſe loſs bath all diſtreſs inflicted ; 
This, that did ſeaſon all my ſour of life, 


Vex'd {till at home with broils, abroad in ſtrife. 


wp V ex'd ſtill at home with broils, abroad in ſtrife; 


Diſſention in my blood, jars in my bed; 
Diſtruſt at board, ſuſpecting ſtill my life, 

| pending the night in horror, days in dread; 
ide * life hath tyrants, and this life I led.) 
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"Theſe miſeries go maſk'd in glittering ſhows, 
Which wiſe men fee, the vulgar little knows. 


Thus, as theſe paſſions do him overwhelm, 

He draws him near my body to behold it; 

And as the vine married unto the elm, 

With ſtri& embraces, ſo doth he in fold it: 

And as he in his careful arms doth hold ir, 
Viewing the face that even death commends, 


On ſenſeleſs lips, millions of kiſſes ſpends. 


Pitiful mouth (faith he) that living gaveſt 


'The ſweeteſt comfort that my ſoul could with: 


O be it lawful now, that dead thou haveſt, 

This ſorrowing farewel of a dying kiſs. 

And you fair eyes, containers of my bliſs, 
Motives of love, born to be matched never, 
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This ſ 


Entomb'd in your ſweet circles, fleep for ever. Nor ſ 


Ah, how methinks I ſee death dallying ſeeks, 

To entertain it ſelf in love's ſweet place; 

Decayed roſes of diſcoloured cheeks, 

Do yet retain dear notes of former grace: 

And ugly death fits fair within her face; 
Sweet remnants reſting of vermillion red, 


e dc 
ſt h 
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Then 


That death it ſelf doubts whether ſhe be dead. Nut do 
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Wonder of beauty, oh receive theſe plaints, 

heſe obſequies, the laſt that I ſhall make thee: 

or lo, my foul that now already faints, 

T hat lov thee living, dead will not forſake thee) 
aſtens her ſpeedy courſe to overtake thee. 

Iii meet my death, and free my felt thereby, 


For ah! what can he do that cannot dic? 


[ct ere I die, thus much my ſoul doth vow, 
evenge ſhall ſweeten death with eaſe of mind: 
Ind 1 will cauſe poſterity ſhall know, 
ow fair thou wert above all womankind, 

nd after-ages monuments {hall find, 

Shewing thy beauty's title, not thy name, 
Roſe of the world, that ſweetned ſo the ſame. 


* 


This ſaid, tho more deſirous yet to ſay, 

For ſorrow is unwilling to give over) 

e doth repreſs what grief ſhould elſe bewray, 
ſt he too much his paſſions ſhould diſcover, 
pnd yet reſpect ſcarce bridles ſuch a lover, 

So far tranſported that he knows not whither, 
For love and majeſty dwell ill together. 


| hen were my funerals not long deferr ed, 
Hut done with all the rites pomp could deviſe, 
| R r 
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At Godſtow, where my body was interred, That 

And richly tomb'din honourable wile, And 

Where yet as now ſcarce any note deſcries 
Unto theſe times, the memory. of me, 


Marble and braſs ſo little laſting be. 


ut he 
muſt 
et cr 
2100) 
nd w 
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Then 


For thoſe walls which the credulous devout, 
And apt-believing ignorant did found; 
With willing zeal, that never call'd in doubt, 
That time their works ſhould ever ſo confound, 
Lic like confuſed heaps as under ground. 
And what their ignorance eſteem'd ſo holy, 
'The wiſer ages do account as folly. 
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And were it not thy favourable lines 
Re- ediſied the wreck of my decays, 
And that thy accents willingly aſſigns Il hie 
Some farther date, and give me longer days, Who 
Few in this age had known my beauty's praiſe. þ 

But thus renew'd, my fame redeems ſome time 


Till other ages ſhall neglect thy rhime. 


Then when confuſion in her courſe ſhall bring 
Sad deſolation on the times to come: ö 
When nirthleſs Thames ſhall have no ſwan toll 
All muſic ſilent, and the muſes dumb; 


And yet even then it muſt be known to ſome, Þ 
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That once they flouriſh'd, tho' not cheriſh'd ſo, 
And Thames had ſwans as well as ever Po. 


ut here an end, T may no longer ſtay, 

muſt return t' attend at Stygian flood: 

et c're I go, this one word more ] pray, 

ell Delia, now her ſigh may do me good, 

nd will her note the frailty of our blood. 

und if I paſs unto theſe happy banks, 

Then ſhe mult have her praiſe, thy pen her thanks, 


raniſh'd ſhe, and left me to return 

d proſecute the terror of my woes: 

nal matter for my muſe to mourn, 

(yet) the world hath heard too much of thoſe, 
F youth ſuch errors muſt no more diſcloſe. 

ll hide the reſt, and grieve for what hath been, 
ho made me known, muſt make me live unſeen, 
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1 FEEL E my boſome glow with wontleſſe fire, 


Rais d from the vulgar preſſe my mind aſi: 


(Wing'd with high thoughts) unto his praiſe to ci 
From deep eternity who call'd forth time, 


That eflence which not mov'd makes cach ti 
move, 


Uncreate beauty all creating love; 

But by ſo great an object, radiant light, 

My heart appall'd, enfeebled reſts my ſight, 
Thick clouds benight my labouring ingine, 
And atmy high attempts my wits repine: 
If thou in me this ſacred heat haſt wrought, 
My knowledge ſharpen, ſarcells lend my thought 
Grant me (time's father, world-containing kin 
A pow'r of thee in pow'rfull laies to ſing, 
That as thy beauty in earth lives, Heaven ſhin 
It dawning may or ſhadow in my lines. 


As far beyond the ſtarry walls of Heaven, 
As is the loſtieſt of the planets ſeven 
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dequeſtred from this earth, in pureſt light 
Out-ſhining ours, as ours doth fable night, 
Thou all-ſufficient, omnipotent, 

Thou ever glorious, moſt excellent, 

God various in names, in eſſence one, 

High art enſtalled on a golden throne, 
Out-ſtretching Heaven's wide beſpangled vault, 
Tranſcending all the circles of our thought, 
Nich diamantine ſceptre in thy hand, 


This world of concords rais'd unlikely ſweet, 
i) hich like a ball lies proſtrate at thy feet. 

If fo we may well ſay (and what we ſay 
Here wrapt in fleſh, led by dim rcaſon's ray, 
To ſhow by earthly beauties which we ſee 
That ſpiritual excellence that ſhines in thee, 

Good Lord forgive ) not far from thy right ſide, 
With curled locks Youthever doth abide, 
Roſe-checked Youth who garlanded with flow'rs, 
gell blooming, ceaſelefſely unto thee pours 
Immortal nectar in a cup of gold, 

That by no darts of ages thou grow old; 

And as ends and beginnings thee not claime, 
Pucceſſionleſſe that thou be ſtill the ſame. 
Neare to thy other ſide reſiſtleſſe Might, 
From head to foot in burniſh't armour dight, 


ICs 


. 


N There thou giv ſt laws, and doſt this world command, 
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That rings about him, with a waving brand, Stan 
And watchfull eye, great ſentinell doth ſtand; hr 
That neither time nor force in ought impair Thy 
Thy workmanſhip, nor harme thine empire faire, WAnd 
Soone to givedeath toall againe that would Wit 
Sterne Diſcord raiſe which thou deſtroy'd of old, Hs! 
Diſcord that foc to order, nurſe of war, As c 
By which the nobleſt things demoliſh't are, Dep 
But (caitife) ſhe no treaſon doth deviſe, B 


When might to nought doth bring her enterpriſe; Wit 
'Thy alupholding might her malice raincs, Thi: 
And her to Hell throws bound in iron chaines. {Wer 
With locks in waves of gold that ebbe and floy 
On ivory neck, in robes more white than ſnow, 
Truth ſtedfaitly before thee holds a glaſſe, 
Indent'd with gems, where ſhineth all that was, 
That is, or ſhall be, here ere ought was wrought, 


Thou knew all that thy pow'r with time forthBy t 
brought, Tha 
And more, things numberleſſe which thou couldiBut | 
make, c Vhi 


That actually ſhall never being take, 

Here thou beholdſt thy ſelf, and (ſtrange) doſt provi 

At once the beauty, lover and the love. 

With faces two (like ſiſters) ſweetly fair; Infin 

Whoſe bloſſomes no rough autumne can impair, acc 
; 


FAIREST FAIR: 319 
Sands Providence, and doth her looks diſperſe, 


Through every corner of this univerſe, 
Thy Providence, at once which gencrall things 
und ſingular doth rule, as empires kings, 
\Without whoſe care this world loſt would remaine, 
As ſhip without a maſter in the maine, 
As chariot alone, as bodies prove 
Depriv'd of ſoules, whereby they be, live, move. 
But who are they which ſhine thy throneſoneare? 
With ſacred countenance, and look ſevere, 
Thisin one hand a pondrous ſword doth hold, 
Her left ſtaies charg'd with ballances of gold, 
That, with brows girt with bays, ſweet-ſmiling face, 
Uoth beare a brandon, with a babiſh grace 
wo milke-white wings him eaſily do move. 
Uſhe thy Juſtice is, and this thy Love! 
By this thou brought'ſt this engine great to light, 
ug y that it fram'd in number, meaſure, weight, 
hat deſtine doth reward to ill and good; 
ldd but ſway of Juſtice is by Love withſtood, 
Vhich did it not relent and mildly ſtay, 
his world ere now had found its funeral day. 
of}? What bands (encluſtred) near to theſe abide, 
Which into vaſte Infinity them hide? 
Infinity that neither doth admit 
„ (Face, time, nor number to encroach on it: 
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Here Bounty ſparkleth, here doth Beauty ſhinc, Nhe 


Simplicity, more white than Gelfomine, Eten 
Mercy with opening wings, aye varied Bliſſe, ter 
Glory, and Joy, that bliſſes darling is. I 

Ineffable, all- pow'rful God, all free, ſol! 
Thou only liv'{t, and each thing lives by thee, np 
No joy, no, nor perfection to thee came hot 
By the contriving of this world's great frame, Mot 
Ere ſun, moon, ſtars began their reſtleſſe race, nec 


Ere painted was with light Heaven's pure face, 
Ere aire had clouds, ere clouds wept down th 
ſhow'rs, 


Ere ſea embraced earth, ere earth bare flow'rs, (tl 
Thou happy liv'dit ; world nought to thee ſupph loc 
All in thy ſelfe thy ſelfe thou fatisfi'd: hic 
Of good no flender ſhadow doth appeare, ere 
No age worne tracke, which ſhin'd in thee not cle n 
Perfection's ſum, prime-cauſe of every cauſe, e v 


Midſt, end, beginning where all good doth pauſe e bi 


Hence of thy ſubſtance, differing in nought b dif 
Thou in eternity thy Son forth brought, p chi 
The only birth of thy unchanging mind, It thy 
Thine image, pattern-like that ever ſhin'd, It the 
Light out of light, begotten not by will Ly be 
But nature, all and that ſame eſſence till ho w 


Which thou thy ſelfe, for thou doſt nought pollWeher 
Which he hath not, in ought nor is he lefle F 
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VA 
1 
— 


han thee his great begetter ; of this light, 
Ficrnall, double kindled was thy foright 

ternally, who is with thee the ſame, 
holy gift, embaſſadour, knot, flame: 

(oft ſacred triad, O moit holy one, 

nprocreate Father, ever-procreate Son, 

hoſt breath'd from both, you were, are (till, ſhall be, 
Moſt blefled) three in one, and one in three, 
ncomprehenſible by reachleſſe hight, 


Ind unperceived by exceſſive light. 

in our ſoules three and yet one are ſtill, 

he underſtanding, memory, and will; 

though unlike) the planet of the daies 

ſoone as he was made begat his raies, 

[hich are his off-ſpring, and from both was hurld, 
e roſie light which conſolates the world, 


1 


pd none fore- went another: ſo the ſpring, [ bring, 
be well-head, and the ſtreame which they forth 
e but one ſelte-fame eſſence, nor in ought 
þ differ, fave in order, and our thought 
pchime of time diſcernes in them to fall, 
bt three diſtinctly bide one eſſence all. 
bt theſe expreſſe not thee, who can declare 
by being? men and angels dazel'd are. 
ho would this Eden force with wit or ſenſe, 
olQFherubin ſhall find to- bar him thence. 
N 8 8 


ſe: 
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Great architect, lord of this univerlſc, 
hat light is blinded would thy greatneſſe pierce, 
Ah! as a pilgrim who the Alpes doth paſle, 
Or Atlas temples crown'd with winter glaſſe, 
The ayry Caucaſus, the Apennine, 
Pyrenes clifts where ſun doth never ſhine, 
When he ſome craggy hills hath over-went, 
Begins to think on reſt, his journey ſpent, 
Jill mounting ſome tall mountaine he do find, 
{ore hights before him than he left behind: 
With halting pace ſo while I would me raiſc 
To the unbounded limits of thy praiſe, 
Some part of way I thought to have o're-run, 
But now I ſee how ſcarce J have begun, 
With wonders new my ſpirits range poſleſt, 
And wandring wayleſſe in a maze them reſt. 
In theſe vaſte fields of light, etheriall plaincs, 


Thou art attended by immortall traines 


Of intellectuall pow'rs, which thou brought| tall 


'Topraiſe thy goodneſſe, and admire thy worth, 
In numbers paſſing others creatures far, 

Since creatures moſt noble manieſt are, 
Which do in knowledge us not leſſe out- run, 
Than moon in light doth ſtars, or moon the ſur 
Unlike, in orders rang'dand many a band, 
If beauty in diſparity doth ſtand) 
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me 
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Arch-angels, angels, cherubs, ſeraphines, 
nd what with name of thrones amongſt them ſhines, 
arge-ruling princes, dominations, pow rs, 
acting vertues of thoſe flaming tow'rs; 
heſe freed of umbrage, theſe of labour free, 
Keſt raviſhed with ſtill beholding thee, 
Inlam'd with beames which ſparkle from thy face, 
hey can no more deſire, far leſſe embrace. 
Low under them, with ſlow and ſtaggering pace 
[hy hand-maid Nature thy great ſteps doth trace, 
he ſource of ſecond cauſes, golden chaine 
hat links this frame as thou it doth ordaine; 
ature gaz d on with ſuch a curious cyc, 
hat earthlings oft her deem'd a deity. 
nature led thoſe bodies faire and great, 
[hich faint not in their courſe, nor change their ſtate, 
Inintermixt, which no diforder prove, 
though aye and contrary they alwaies move, 
Ihe organs of thy providence divine, 
boks ever open, ſignes that clearely ſhine, 
imc's purpled maſkers, then do them advance, 
by ſweet mulic in a meaſur'd dance, 
ars, hoſte of heaven, ye firmament's bright flow'rs, 
leare lamps which overhang this ſtage of ours, 
 turne not there to deck the weeds of night, 
Or pageant-like to pleaſe the vulgar ſight; 
i 3 | 
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Great cauſes ſure ye muſt bring great effects, 

But who can deſcant right your grave aſpects: 

He only who you made decipher can 

Your notes, Heaven's eyes ye blind the eyes of man, 
Amidſt theſe ſaphire far- extending hights, 


The never-twinkling, ever-wandring lights iſo, 
Their fixed motions keep, one dry and cold, The 
Deep leaden colour'd, flowly there is roll'd, Ind 
With rule andline for time's ſteps meting even da 


In twice three luſtres he but turnes his heaven. Ho; 
Wich temperate qualities and countenance faire, Wet { 
Still mildly ſmiling ſweetly debonaire, is | 
Another cheares the world, and way doth make is! 
In twice ſixe autumnes through the zodiack. 
But hot and dry with flaming locks and brows 
Enrag'd, this in hisred pavilion glows: 
Together running with like ſpeed, if ſpace, 
Two equally in hands atchieve their race, 
With bluſhing tace this oft doth bring the day, 
And uſhers oft to ſtately ſtars the way, 
That various in vertue, changing, light, 
With his ſmall flame impearles the vaile of night 
Prince of this court, the ſun in triumph rides, 
With the yeare ſnake-like in herſelf that glides, 
Time's diſpenſator, fair life-giving ſource, 
'Throvgh ſkies twelve poſts as he doth run his col 
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cart of this All, of what is known to ſenſe, 
he likeſt to his Maker's excellence, 
n whoſe diurnal motion doth appeare 
ſhadow, no true pourtrait of the yeare. 
he moone mores loweſt, ſilver fun of night, 
iferfing through the world her borrow'd light, 
ho in three formes her head abroad doth range, 
Ind only conſtant is in conſtant change. 
Sad queen of ſilence, I ne're ſee thy face, 
Jo waxe, or waine, or ſhine with a full grace, 
but ſtraight (amaz'd) on man I think, each day 
lis ſtate who changeth, or if he find ſtay, 
tisin dolefull anguiſh, cares, and pains, 
Ind of his labours death is all the gaines. 
mmortall monarch, can ſo fond a thought 
odge in my breſt, as to truſt thou firſt brought, 
ere in earth's ſhady cloyſter wretched man, 
| o ſucke theaire of woe, to ſpend life's ſpan 
„dſt ſighs and plaints, a ſtranger unto mirth, 
o give himſelfe his death rebuking birth? 
y ſenſe and wit of creatures made king, 
dy ſenſe and wit to live their underling? 
ind, what is worſt, have eaglets eyes to ſee 
5, Eis own diſgrace, and know an high degree 
r bliſſe, the place, if he might thereto clime, 
could not live thralled to imperious time? 


gh. 
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Or (dotard) ſhall I ſo from reaſon ſwerve, oor 
To dim thoſe lights which to our uſe deſerve, 10 
(For thou doſt not them need) more nobly frame Ps: 
Than us, that know their courſe, and have then Lac 
No, I ne'ere think but we did them ſurpaſſe nam Eur 


As fare as they do aſteriſmes of glaſſe, 10 
When thou us made, by treaſon high defil'd, Int 
Thruſt from our firſt eſtate we live exil'd, WI 


Wandring this earth, which is of death the lot, I 5 
Where he doth ufe the pow'r which he hath got, All 


Indifferent umpireunto clowns and kings, q B 
'The ſupreame monarch of all mortall things. (G1 
When firſt this flowry orbe was to us given, An 

I but in place diſvalu'd was to Heaven; | 
Ve 


Theſe creatures which now our ſoveraignes are, 
And as to rebels do denounce us war, 

Then were our vaſſals, no tumultuous ſtorme, 
No thunders, carthquakes, did her forme deforn 
The ſeas in tumbling mountains did not roare, 
But like moiſt chriſtall whiſpered on the ſhoare, 
No ſnake did trace her meads, nor ambuſht low! 
In azure curles beneath the ſweet-ſpring flow'r; 
The night ſhade, henbane, napell, aconite, 
Her bowels then not bare, with death to ſmite 
Her guiltleſſe brood; thy meſſengers of grace, 
As their high rounds did haunt this lower place; 
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0 joy of joyes! with our firſt parents thou 
To commune then didſt daigne, as friends do now: 
\cainlt thee we rebell'd, and juſtly thus 

Each creature rebelled againſt us, 

Earth, reft of what did chiefe in her excell, 

To all became a jail, to moſt a hell 

In time's full terme until thy ſon was given, 

Who man with thee, carth reconcil'd with Heaven. 

Whole and entire all in thy ſelfe thou art, 

All-where diffus'd, yet of this all no part, 

For infinite, in making this faire frame 

(Great without quantity) in all thou came, 

And filling all, how can thy ſtate admit, 
Orplace or ſubſtance to be voide of it? 
Were worlds as many, as the rayes which ſtreame 
From dates bright lampe, or madding wits do dreame, 
They would not reele in ought, nor wandring ſtray, 
But draw to thee, who could their centers ſtay; 
Mere but one houre this world disjoyn'd from thee, 
It in one houre to nought reduc'd ſhould be, 
For it thy ſhadow is, and can they laſt, 
If ſever'd from the ſubſtances them caſt? 
0 only bleſt, and author of all bliſſe, 
No, bliſs itſelfe, that all- where wiſhed is, 
Efficient, exemplary, finall good, 

Pf thine own ſelfe but only underſtood; 
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Light is thy curtaine, thou art light of light, Wha 
An ever waking eye ſtill ſhining bright, Here 
In- looking all, exempt of paſſive powr, | lowMhad: 
And change, in cliange ſince death's pale ſhade dil 
All times to thee are one, that which hath run, Bun 
And that which is not brought yet by the ſun, Ind 
To thee are preſent, who dolt alwaies ſee H 
In preſent act, what paſt is or to be; ſw 


Day-livers we rememberance do loſe 

Of ages worne, ſo miſeries us toſſe 

(Blind and lethargick of thy heavenly grace, 
Which ſin in our firſt parents did deface, 


And even while embrions curſt by juſteſt doom {Who 


That we negle& what gone is, or to come, Irch 
But thou in thy great archives ſcrolled haſt Win 
In parts and whole, whatever yet hath paſt, Fe 
Since firſt the marble wheels of time were roll'd. {Who 
As cver living, never waxing old, tw 
Still is the ſame thy day and yeſterday, h! 
An undivided Now, a conſtant Ay. Evil 


O king whoſe greatneſſe none can comprehend, {aſt 


Whoſe boundleſſe goodneſſe doth to all extend, he 


Light of all beauty, ocean without ground, Icſe; 
That ſtanding floweſt, giving doſt abound, thi 
Rich palace, and endweller ever bleſt, 1 


Never not working, ever yet in reſt; Thie 
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What wit cannot conceive, words ſay of thee, A 
gere where we as but in a mirrour ſee, | 
Widows of ſhadows, atomes of thy might, | 

{Will owly-cycd when ſtaring on thy light; $1 
rant that releaſed from this earthly jaile, [ vaile; | 
Ind freed from clouds which here our knowledge 
Heavens high temples where thy praiſes ring, 
ſweeter notes I may heare angels ſing. 4} 


REAT God, whom we with humble thoughts 
Eternal, Infinite, Almighty King, [adore, th 
V hoſe dwellings Heaven tranſcend, whoſe throne | 
Irchangels ſerve, and ſeraphines do ſing; [before il 
fnought who wrought all that with wondring eyes 14 
Je do behold within this various round, | 
Tho makes the rocks to rocke, to ſtand the ſkies, | 
t whoſe command clouds peales of thunder ſound: 1 
h! ſpare us wormes, weigh not how we alas 
Lvill to our ſelves) againſt thy laws rebell, 1 
1d, {Waſh off thoſe ſpots which {till in conſcience glaſſe ti 
, IP hough we be loath'd to look) we ſee too well. 
Ieſery'd revenge, oh do not do not take, 11 
chou revenge who ſhall abid thy blow? ¶ make, | 
ble ſhall this world, this world which thou didſt 
I hich ſhould not periſh till thy trumpet blow: 
| Tt 
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What ſoulis found whom Parents crime not i111; 
Or what with its own fins defil'd is not? 


'Though juſtice rigor threaten, yet her raincs 0 « 
Let mercy guide, and never be forgot. Det 

Leſſe are our faults far far than is thy love, 0 
O what can better ſeeme thy grace divine, F irli 


Than they who plagues deferve, thy bounty prox; N 
And where thou ſhow'r mayſt vengeance, ther 


Then look and pity, pitying forgive ure 
Us guilty ſlaves, or ſervants now in thrall; And 
Slaves, if alas thou look how we do live, D lo 
Or doing ill, or doingnought at all? D Ic 
Of an ungratcfull mind a foul effect; D bt 
But if thy gifts which largely heretofore (Gr. 
Thou haſt upon us pour'd thou doſt reſpect, Mak, 
Weare thy ſervants, nay, than ſervants more, U 


Thy children, yet, and children dearely bought, Þ ha 
But what ſtrange chance us of this lot bereaves! {Vi 
Poor worthlefs wights how lowly are we brought, et 
Whom grace once children made, fin hath m 

| {laves? | | 
Sin hath made ſlaves, but let thoſe bands grace brei 
That in our wrongs thy mercies may appeare, 
Thy wiſdome not ſo meane is, pow'r ſo weake, he 
But thouſand waies they can make worlds thee feine 

O viſdome boundleſs! O miraclous grace? |?! 
Grace, wiſdome which make winke dimme real 
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Ind could Heavens king bring from his placeleſs 
Da this ignoble ſtage of care to dye: place, 
o dye our death, and with the ſacred ſtreame 

f bloud and water guſhing from his ſide, 


o make us clean of that contagious blame, 
Firlt on us brought by our firſt parents pride. 
hus thy great love and pity ( heavenly king) 

W ove, piry which ſo well our loſs prevent, 

Pf evill it ſelfe, (loe) could all goodnels bring, 


And ſad beginning cheare with glad event. 


— 
—. 
9 


D love and pity! ill known of theſe times, 

D love and pity! carefull of our need, 

D bounties! which our horrid acts and crimes 
[Crown numberleſs) contented neare to excecd. 
Make this exceſlive ardour of thy love, | 

dd warme our coldneſs, ſo our lifes renew, 
„hat we from fin, ſin may from us remove, 

; {iſdome our will, faith may our wit ſubdue. 

ht, Net thy pure love burne up all worldly luſt, 

ells candied poyſon killing our beſt part, 

IV hich makes us joy in toys, adore fraile duſt 

real ſtead of thee, in temple of our heart. 

Grant when at laſt our ſoules theſe bodies leave, 
Their loathſome ſhops of fin and manſions blind, 
nd doome before thy royall ſeat receive, 


Saviour more than judge they thee may ſind. 
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5 
. Be 


O thee, O God, we thy juſt praiſes ſing, he 
To thee we thy great name rehearſe: 

We are thy vaſlals, and this humble tribute bring 

To thee, acknowledg'd only lord and king, 
Acknowledg'd ſole and ſovereign monarch of thee 
All parts of this wide univerſe adore, | niver 
Eternal father, thy almighty power: 
The ſkies, and ſtars, fire, air, and earth, and fey 


B 

Ir 

T 

With all their numerous nameleſs progeny 1 
ET 

* 


Confeſs, and their due homage pay to thee; 
For why! thou ſpak'ſt the world, and mad'ſt then 
from nothing be. 
To thee all angels, all thy glorious court on hi 
Seraph and Cherub, the nobility, 
And whatſoever ſpirits be 
Of leſſer honour, leſs degree; 
To thee in heav'nly lays - 
They ſing loud anthems of immortal praiſe: 


0 
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l Holy, Holy, Holy Lord of Hoſts they cry, 

| This is their bus'neſs, this their ſole employ, 

nd thus they ſpend their long and bleſt eternity. 

| II. [ ſtretch 
Farther than natures utmoſt ſhores and limits 

| The ſtreams of thy unbounded glory reach; 

Beyond the ſtraits of ſcanty time, and place, 

Beyond theebbs and flows of matter's narrow ſeas 

hey reach, and fill the ocean of eternity and ſpace. 
Infus ' d like ſome vaſt mighty ſoul, 

hou doſt enform and actuate this ſpacious whole: 

hy unſeen hand does the well joynted frame ſuſtain, 

hich elſe would to its primitive nothing ſhrink 

But moſt thou do'ſt thy majeſty diſplay ¶ again. 

In the bright realms of everlaſting day: 

en There is thy reſidence, there do'ſt thou reign, 

There on a ſtate of dazling luſtre ſit, 
There ſhine in robes of pure refined light; 
em Where ſun's coarſe rays are but a foil and ſtain, 
nd refuſe ſtars the ſweepings of thy glorious train, 

hig ä 1 

There all thy family of menial ſaints, 

Huge colonies of bliſs d inhabitants, (hence, 

IV hich death through countleſsages has tranſplanted 

| Now on thy throne for ever wait, 

iſc: ſnd fill the largeretinue of thy b nly ſtate. 


98 
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There reverend prophets ſtand, a pompous 909% 
Of old thy envoys extraordinary here, | (ln; 
Who brought thy ſacred embaſſies of peace and 
That to th' obedient, this the rebel world below, 
By them the mighty twelve have their abod:, 
Companions once of the incarnete ſuff ring Gol 
Partakers now of all his triumphs there, 
As they on earth did in his miſeries ſharc. 
Of martyres next a crown'd and glorious quite 
Illuſtrious heroes, who have gain'd | 1: 
Through dangers, and red ſeas of blood the promi 
And paſs d through Ordeal flames to the etervi:y 
I here all make up the concert of thy praĩſe, 


To thee they ling (and never ceaſe 
Loud hymns, and hallelujah's of applauſe: 
An angel: laureat does the ſenſe and ſtrains comp! 
Senſe far above the reach of mortal verſe, 
Strains far above the reach of mortal cars, 
And all, a muſe unglorified can fancy, or rehcaik 
| IV. 
Nor is this concert only kept above, 
Nor is it to the bleſs'd alone confin'd; 
But earth, and all thy faithful here are joyn d 
And ſtrive to vie with them in duty and in love: 
And, tho they cannot equall notes and meaſures! 


Strive to return th' imperfe& ecchoes of thy pri 
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I. 


ul 


| They through all nations own thy glorious name, 
And every where the great three one proclaim, 

| Thee, father of the world, and us, and him, 
homuſt mankind, whom thou didſt make, redeem, 
hee, blefled Saviour, the ador'd, true, only Son 
Jo man debas'd, to reſcue man undone: 


hn 
— 


And thee, eternal, holy power, 
Who doſt by grace exalted man reſtore 
o all, he loſt by the old fall, and ſin before: 
| You bleſs'd and glorious trinity, 
liddle to baffled knowledge and philoſophy, 
bich cannot comprehend the mighty myſtery 
WW Of numerous one, and the unnumber'd three, 
:) Walt ropleſs pile of wonders! at whoſe ſight 
{ Reaſon it ſelf turns giddy with the height, 

apa Above the flutt'ring pitch of human wit, 
nd all, but the ſtrong wings of faith, that eagle's 
; V. towring flight. 
ul Bleſs'd Jeſu! how ſhall we enough adore, 
r thy unbounded love, or thy unbounded pow'r ? 
houart the prince of Heav'n thouartthealmighty's, 
babe; 
Ihou art th' eternal off-ſpring of the eternal ſire: 
Hail thou the worlds redeemer! whom to free 
From bonds of death and endleſs miſery, 

Thou thought'ſt it no diſdain to be 
Inbabiter ! in low mortality: 


ne 
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Th' almighty thought it no diſdain Mud 
To dwell in the pure virgins ſpotleſs womb, KKri 
There did the boundleſs Godhead, and the dhe 


Heav'n find room, | 

And a ſmall point the circle of infinity contain. 
Hail ranſom of mankind, all great, all- good 
Who didſt attone us with thy blond top, 
Thy ſelf the offering, altar, prieſt, and god: At 
Thy ſelf didſt dy to be our glorius bail Tl 
From death's arreſts, and the eternal flaming jail 
Thy ſelf thou gav ſt th ĩneſtimable price, | happind 
To purchaſe and redeem our morgag'd heav'n a 
'T hither, when thy great work on earth had a 
When death it ſelf was {lain and dead, 

And hell with all its powers captive led, 

Thou didſt again triumphantly aſcend: 
There do'ſt thou now by thy great father ſit on hig 
With equal glory, equal majeſty, 
Joynt-ruler of the everlaſting monarchy. 
VI. | CON 
Again from thence thou ſhalt with greater triumſ 
When the laſt trumpet ſounds the general dou 
And (lo!) thou com'ſt, and (lo!) the direful (ou 


does make ; 
Through deaths wide realm mortality awake nſt 
And (lo) they all appear d th 


At thy dread bar, 


* 


| > 


nel 
an 


his 


CON 


um 
400 
lou 


ke 


HYMN OF ST. AMBROSE. 337 


Ind all reccive the unalterable ſentence there. 
frighted nature trembles at the diſmall day, 
And ſhrinks for fear, and vaniſhes away: [they die, 
both that, and time breath out their laſt, and now 
Ind now are {wallow'd up and loſt in vaſt eternity. 


Mercy, O mercy, angry God! ſtood, 


op, ſtop thy flaming wrath, too fierce to be with- 
And quench it with the deluge of thy bloud; 
Thy precious bloud which was ſo freely ſpilt 
To waſh us from the ſtains of ſin and guilt: 

O write us with it in the book of fate 

[Amongſt thy choſen, and predeſtinate, 

tee denizens of heav'n, of the immortal ſtate. 


VII. 


Guide us, O Saviour! guide thy church below, 
Both way, and ſtar, compaſs, and pilot thou: 
Do thou this frail and tott'ring veſſel ſteer 


Through life's tempeituous ocean here, 
Through all the toſſing waves of fear, 
And dang'rous rocks oi black deſpair, 


ſe under thee we ſhall to the wiſh'd haven move, 
d reach the undiſcover'd lands of bliſs above, 
Thus low (behold!) to thy great name we bow, 


And thus we ever wiſh to grow: 


0 dnſtant, as time does thy fix'd laws obey, 
d thee our worſhip and our thanks we pay: 


Un 


JI 
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With theſe we wake the chearful lick; 
With theſe we ſleep, and reſt invite; . 
And thus we ſpend our breath, and thus we {pn 
And never ceaſe to ſing, and never ccale to pra. 
VIII. 
\Vhile thus cach breaſt, and mouth, and 
Are filled with thy praiſe, and love, and fer, 


Let never {in get room, or entrance there: 
Vouchſafe, O Lord, through this and all our 
Jo guard us with thy pow'rtul grace: 
Within our hearts let no uſurping luſt be found, 
Do rebel paſſion tumult raiſe, 


reh 
dir! 
{i 
To break thy laws, or break our pes 
But fet thy watch of angels on the place, gro; 
And keep the tempter {till from that forbic: 
Ever, O Lord, to us thy mercies grant, 
Never, O Lord, let us thy mercies want, 
Ne'ere want thy favour, bounty, liberality, 
But let them ever on us be, 
Conſtant as our own hope and truſt on thee: 
On thee we all our hope and truſt repole; 
O never leave us to our foes, 
Never, O Lord, deſert our cauſe: 
Thus aided and upheld by thee, 
We'll fear no danger, death, nor miſery ; 
Fearleſs we thus will ſtand a falling world 
With cruſhing ruinsall about us hurl'd, |< 
And face wide gaping hell, and all its lighted po 


le, 
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lar 


A 
SUNDAY-THOUGHT 


IN 
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ok p, how dreadfull is the proſpect of death 
at the remoteſt diſtance! how the ſmalleſt ap- 


| nr 
Ea 


e {Wrchenſion of it can pall the moſt gay, airy and briſł 
ad Wirits! even I, who thought I could have been merry 
fight of my cofſin, and drink a health with the 


y\ It 


Pe 
ouÞroy of the king of terrors. to ſee but the ſhak- 


xton in my own grave, now tremble at the lealt 


dg of my glaſs makes me turn pale, and fear is like 
prevent and do the work of my diſtemper. all the 
lity of my humour and converſation is turn'd on 
ſudden into chagrin and melancholy, black as de- 


kir, and dark as the grave. my foul and body feem 
ec: ; once laid out, and | fancy all the plummets of e- 
- Foal night already hanging upon my temples. but 
hence proceed theſe fears! certainly they are not 
le dreams, nor the accidental product of my diſ- 
le, which diſorders the brains, and fills them with 
Id chimaera's. why ſhould my foul be averſe to its 


largement? why ſhould it be content to be knit 
„ 


| 
[> 
1 pol 
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up in two yards of {kin, when it may have all Meli 
world for its purliew ? tis not that I am unwilling he 
leave my relations and preſent friends: I'm Parte | 
from the firſt already, and could be ſever'd from boi 
the length of the whole map, and live with my boy 
as far diſtant from them as my ſoul muſt when! 
dead. neither is it that I'm loth to leave the delight 
and pleaſures of the world; ſome of them 1 hu 
tried, and found empty, the others covet not, b 
cauſe unknown. I'm confident could deſpiſe the 
all by a greatneſs of ſoul, did not the bible ob: 
me, and divines tell me, tis my duty. it is not neitht 
that I'm unwilling to go hence before I've eltabih 
{h'd a reputation, and ſomething to make me {urn 
my felt. I could have been content to be (till-bor 
and have no more than the regiſter, or ſexton tot 
that I've ever been in the land of the living. in fu; 
tis not from a principle of cowardice, which uf 
ſchools have called ſelf-preſervation, the poor effcaY 
inſtinct and dull pretence of a brute as well as 1 
this unwillingneſs therefore, and averſion to und 
go the general fate, muſt have a juſter original, 
flow from a more important cauſe. I'm well ſatisli 
that this other being within, that moves and actu 
my frame of fleſh and blood, has a life beyond 
and the grave; and ſomething in it prompts mW 


date 


ſel 
b 


lor | 
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lieve its immortality, a reſidence it muſt have ſome- 
here elſe, when it has left this carcaſe, and another 
hte to paſs into, unchangeable and everlaſting as 
ſelf after its ſeparation. this condition muſt be good 
bad according to its actions and deſerts in this life; 
br as it owes its being to ſome infinite pow'r that 
xeated it, I well ſuppoſe it his vaſlal, and oblig'd to 
e by his la w; and as certainly conclude, that acord- 
dg to the keeping or breaking of that law, tis to be 
ewarded or puniſhed hereafter. this diverſity of re- 
ards and puniſhments, makes the two places, heaven 
nd hell, ſo often mention'din ſcripture, and talk d of 
a pulpits: of the latter my fears too cruelly convince 
ce, and the anticipation of its torment, which I al- 
tidy feel in my own conſcience. there is, there is a 
fell, and damned fiends, and a never-dying worm, 
nd that ſceptic that doubts of it, may find them all 
fithin my ſingle breaſt, I dare not any longer with 
he Atheiſt diſbelieve them, or think them the cler- 
ys bugbears, invented as nurſes do frightful names 
br their children, to ſcare them into quietneſs and 
Ibedience. how oft have I triumph'd in my uncon- 
ern'd, and ſear'd inſenſibility? how oft boaſted of 
hat unhappy ſuſpected calm, which, like that of the 
ad ſea, prov d only my curſe, and a treacherous am- 
juſh to thoſe ſtorms, which at preſent (and will for 
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ever I dread) ſhipwrack my quiet and hopes 
oft have I rejected the advice of that boſom Fri 
and drown'd its alarms in the noiſe of a tumuta e. 
debauch, or by ſtupifying wine (like ſome Rute 
demn'd malefactor) arm'd my ſelf againſt the {iis 
henſions of my certain doom? now, now the tyre! 
awakes, and comes to pay at once all arrears of cM n 
elty. at laſt, but too late (like drowning mariner 
I ſec the gay monſters, which inveigled me into af 
death and deſtruction. oh the gnawing remorſe «+ 
raſh, unguarded, unconſidering ſinner! oh how tl 
ghoſts of former crimes affright my haunted inayWnd 
nation, and make me ſuffer a thouſand racks ee 
martyrdoms! I ſee, mcthinks, the jaws of deſtructor 


gaping wide to{wallow me; and 1, (like one [liciner 
on ice) tho' I ſee the danger, cannot ſtop from ruff 
ning into it. my fancy repreſents to me a who]: ne 
gion of devils, ready to tear me in pieces, number 


as my ſins or fears; and whither, alas! whither {ha | 
J fly for refuge? where ſhall I retreat and take ianc f 
tuary ? ſhall J call the rocks and mountains to co ; 
me, or bid the carth yawn wide to its centre, 2! | 
take mein? poor ſhift of eſcaping almighty jultic 
diſtracting frenzy! that would make me belicve co ba 
traditions, and hope to fly out of the reach of hire; 
whole preſence is every where, not excluded hell 


IN SICKNESS. 343 
if. for he's there in the effects of his vengeance- 
all L invoke ſome power infinite as that that cre- 
ted me, to reduce me to nothing again, and rid me 
Wi: once of my being and all that tortures it? oh no, 
tis in vain, I mult be forc'd into being, to keep me 
feſh for torment, and retain ſenſe only to feel pain. 
muſt be a dying to all eternity, and live ever, to live 
ter wretched. oh that nature had plac'd me in the 
ink of things that have only a bare exiſtence, or at 
FW: an animal life, and never given me a ſoul and 
tMcalon, which now mult contribute to my miſery, 
nd make me envy brutes and vegetables! would 
the womb that bare me had been my priſon till now, 


ahr 1 ſtep'd out of it into my grave, and ſav'd the ex- 
diof@cnces and toil of a long and tedious journey, where 
rue affords nothing of accommodations to invite 
: lWne's ſtay. happy had I been if I had expir'd with 
ey firſt breath, and enter'd the bill of mortality as 
{iWoon as the world: happy if J had been drown'd in 
{ary font, and that water which was to regenerate, 
coiWnd give me new life, had prov'd mortal in another 
>, al ſenſe! had then died without any guilt of my own 
:{ticÞÞut what I brought into the world with me, and 
> cotfWhat too atton'd for; I mean that which I contracted 
f hiſrom my firſt parents, my unhappineſs rather than 
Holl 


HFult, inaſmuch as I was fain to be born of a ſinning 
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race: then 1 had never enhanc'd it with acquirlli 
guilt, never added thoſe innumerable crimes which 
muſt make up my indictment at the grand audi, 
ungrateful wretch! I ve made my fins as numero 
as thoſe bleſſings and mercies the almighty bouny 
has conferr'd upon me, to oblige and lead me tore 
pentance. how have I abus'd and miſimployed than 
parts and talents which might have render'd me fe: 
viceable to mankind, and repaid an intereſt of glon 
to their donor? how ill do they turn to accounif 
which I have made the patrons of debauchery, an 
pimps and panders to vice? how oft have I broke nh 
vows to my great Creator, which I would be con; 
entious of keeping to a ſilly woman, a creature it 
neath my ſelf? what has all my religion been but 
empty parade and ſhew? either an uſetul hypocti! 
taken up for intereſt, or a gay ſpecious formaliſ 
worn in complaiſance to cuſtom and the mode, ant 
as changeable as my cloths and their faſhion. ho 
oft have I gone to church (the place where we arc 
pay him homage and duty) as to an aſſignation 0 
play, only for diverſion; or at beſt, as I muſt e'er lon 
(for ought I know) with my foul ſever'd from n 
body? how I tremble at the remembrance! as it 
could put the ſham upon Heaven, or a God were! 
be impos'd on like my fellow-creature: and date 
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tonvicted of theſe high treaſons againſt the king of 
glory, dare I expect a reprieve or pardon? has he 
under, and are not all his bolts levell'd at my head, 
Wo ſtrike me through the very center? yes, I dare ap- 
cal to thee, boundleſs pity and compaſſion! my 
ſown inſtances already tells me, that thy mercy is in- 
finite ; for I've done enough to ſhock lonz-ſufferance 
ſelf, and weary out an eternal patience, I beſcech 
tee by thy ſoft and gentle attributes of mercy and 
droiveneſs, by the laſt dying accents of my ſuffering 
deity, have pity on a poor, humble, proſtrate and 
Wonfeſſing ſinner: and thou great Ranſom of loſt man- 
nnd, who offered'ſt thy ſelf a ſacrifice to atone our 
Wilt, and redeem our mortgag'd happineſs, do thou 
We my advocate, and intercede for me with the an- 


y judge. 


ly pray'rs are heard, a glorious light now ſhone, 
nd (lo!) an ang<l-polt comes haſt ning down: 
om heav'n I ſee him cut the yielding air; 
ſwift, he ſeems at once both there and here; 
quick, my ſight in the purſuit was flow, 

d thought could ſcarce ſo ſoon the journey go. 
d angry meſlage in his look appears, 


ere ö $ face no ſigns of threatning vengeance wears. 
dare 


m 1M 
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Comely his ſhape, of heavenly mien and air, 
Kinder than ſmiles of beautcous virgins are. 
Such he was ſeen by the bleſt maid of old 
When he th' almighty infant's birth forctold. 
A mighty volume in one hand is born, CC 
Whoſe open'd leaves the other ſeems to turn: vw 
Vaſt annals of my fins in ſcarlet writ, 
But now eras'd, blot out, and cancell'd quite. 
Hark how the heavenly whiſper ſtrikes mine car, 
Mortal, behold thy crimes all pardon'd here! 
Hail ſacred envoy of th' Eternal King! 
Welcome as the bleſt tidings thou doſt bring. 
Welcome as heav'n from whence thou cam'lt but 
now, | | 
Thus low to thy great God and mine I bow, E 
And might I here, O might I ever grow, 
Fix d an unmov'd and endleſs monument 
Of gratitude to my Creator ſent, 


A TRANSLATION, 


H! filly ſoule, what wilt thou ſay 
When he whom earth and heavens obey 
Comes man to judge in the laſt day? 

When he arcaſon aſkes, why grace 

And goodneſſe thou wouldſt not embrace, 
But ſteps of vanity didſt trace? 

That day of terrour, vengeance, irc, 
Now to prevent thou ſhould'ſt deſire, j 
And to thy God in haſte retire. 

With watry eyes, and {tgh-ſwollen heart, 
O beg, beg in his love a part, 
Vhilſt conſcience with remorſe doth ſmart. y 
[That dreaded day of wrath and ſhame 

In flames ſhall turne this world's huge frame, 
As ſacred prophets do proclaime. | 
O! with what griefe ſhall earthlings grone 
When that great judge ſet on his throne 

| Examines ſtrictly every one. 
Shrill-ſounding trumpets through the aire 
Shall from dark ſepulchres each where 
Force wretched mortalls to appear. 
Nature and death amaz'd remaine 

To find their dead ariſe againe, 

And proceſſe with their judge maintaine, 
; ALI 


Ul 
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Diſplay'd then open books ſhall lye 
Which all thoſe ſecret crimes deſcry, 
For which the guilty world mult dye. 
The judge enthron'd (whom bribes not gaine) 
The cloſeſt crimes appeare ſhall plaine, 
And none unpunithed remaine. 

O who then pity ſhall poore me! 

Or ho mine advocate ſhall be? 
When ſcarce the juſteſt paſſe ſhall free. 
Al wholly holy dreadfull king, 

Who freely life to thine doſt bring, 

Ot mercy {ave me mercics ſpring. 
'Then ({weet Jeſu) call to mind 

How of thy paines I was the end, 
And favour let me that day find. 

In ſearch of me thou full of paine 
Did'ſt ſweat bloud, death on croſſe ſuſtaine, 
Let not theſe ſuff rages be in vaine. 
Thou ſupreame judge, moit juſt and wiſe, 
Purge me from guilt which on me lies 
Before that day of thine aſſize. 

Charg'd with remorſe (loe) here I groan, 
Sin makes my face a bluſh take on; 

Ah! ſpare me proſtrate at thy throne, 

Who Mary Magdalen didſt ſpare, 

And lend'ſt the thiefe on croſſe thine care, 
Sheweſt me faire hopes I ſhould not feare. 
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y prayers imperfect are and weake, 
zut worthy of thy grace them make, 
nd fave me from hell's burning lake. 
n that great day at thy right hand 
rant I amongſt thy ſheep may ſtand, 
equeſtred from the goatiſh band. 
hen that the reprobates are all 

o everlaſting flames made thrall, 

) tothy choſen (Lord) me call; 

hat I one of thy company, 

th thoſe whom thou doſt juſtifie, 
ay live bleſt in eternity. 


ON THE SUFFERING OF OUR SAVIOUR, 


in the eaſt when you do there behold 

Forth from his chriſtall bed the ſun to riſe, 
With roſie robes and crowne of flaming gold; 
gazing on that empreſſe of the ſkies 

That takes ſo many formes, and thoſe faire brands 
hich blaze in heaven's high vault, night's watchfull 
kcing how the ſeas tumultuous bands eyes; 
Of bellowing billows have their courſe confin'd, 
How unſuſtain'd the earth ſtill ſtedfaſt ſtands ; 

ore mortall wights, you e' er found in your mind 

A thought, that ſome great king did fit above, 
Fo had ſuch laws and rites to them aſſign d? 
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A king who fix d the poles, made ſphcares to ig 
All wiſdom, pureneſle, excellency, might, 
All goodneſſe, greatneſſe, juſtice, beauty, low I. 
With feare and wonder hither turne your ſight, Y 
See, ſee (alas) him now, not in that ſtate 
Thought could fore-caſt him into reaſons lig 1 
Now eyes with tears, now hearts with gricfe n 


Bemoanethiscruell death and ruthfull calc, [rc [nc 
If ever plaints juſt woe could aggravate? 1 
From fin and hell to fave us humane race, Ir 
See this great king nail'd to an abject trec, "0 


An object of reproach and ſad diſgrace. 
O unheard pity ! Ive in ſtrange degree! 
He his own life doth give, his bloud doth flies 
For wormelings baſe ſuch worthineſſc to lee, 
Poor wights, bchold his viſage pale as lead, 
His head bow'd to his breſt, locks ſadly rent 
Like a cropt roſe that languiſhing doth fade. 
Weake nature weepe, aſtoniſh'd world lamcat, |: 
Lament, you winds, you heaven that all cont 
And thou (my ſoule) let nought thy grieſes ia 
Thoſe hands, thoſe ſacred hands which hold ther?! 
Of this great All, and kept from mutuall war 
The elements, beare rent for thee their veil! 
"Thoſe feet which once muſt trade on golden 
For thee with nails would be pierc'dthrough and! 
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Wor thee heaven's king from heaven himſelfe debars: 
; [his great heart-quaking doloure waile and mourne, 
Yee that long ſince him ſaw by might of faith, 

| Ye now that arc, and ye yet to be borne. 

lot to behold his great Creator's death, 

The ſun from ſinfull eyes hath vail'd his light, 
And faintly journics up heaven's ſaphyre path: 
Kod cutting from her prows her treſſes bright, 
The moon doth keep her Lord's ſad obſequies, 
Impearling with her teares her robe of night. 

|| {taggering and lazie lowre the ſkies, 

The earth and elementall ſtages quake, 

The long-ſince dead from burſted graves ariſe. 
d can things wanting ſenſe yet ſorrow take, 

And beare a part with him who all them wrought? 
And man (though born with cries) ſhall pity lack? 
1; Biake what had been your ſtate, had he not brought 
Jo theſe ſharpe pangs himſelfe, and priz d ſo high 
our ſoules, that with his life them life he bought. 
wu hat woes do you attend? if {till ye lye 
e Plung'd in your wonted ordures? wretched brood, 
en hall for your fake againe God ever die? 
var leave deluding ſhews, embrace true good, 
ind He on you calls, forgo ſin's ſhamefull trade, 
en Wich prayers now ſeek heaven, and not with bloud. 
andiſet not the lambs more from their dams be had, 
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Nor altars bluſh for ſin, live every thing, 
I hat long time long'd for ſacrifice is made. 
All that is from you crav'd by this great king 
Is to beleeve, a pure heart incenſe is, 
What gift (alas) can we him meaner bring! Pe. 
Haſte ſin-ſick ſoules, this ſeaſon do not mille, 
Now while remorſeleſſe time doth grant you (1 
And God invites you to your only bliſſe: 
He who you calls will not deny you grace, 
But low-deep bury faults, ſo ye repent, ha 
His armes (loe) ſtretched are you to embrace, Ws! 
When daies are done, and life's ſmall ſparke is ſc: 
So you accept what freely here is given, 


Like brood of angels deathleſſe, all- content, {pa 
Ye ſhall for ever live with him in heaven. art 
be 

ON THE RESURRECTION OF OUR Say lord 


Is E from thoſe fragrant climes thee now cn 
Untothis world of ours O haſte thy race, brat 
Faire ſun, and though contrarie waies all yeare 
Thou hold thy courſe now with the higheſt ſc: 
Joyne thy blew wheeles to haſten time that low 
And lazy minutes turne to perfect houres; bat 
The night and death too long a league have made, ph 
To ſtow the world in horrours ugly ſhade: r 
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bake from thy locks a day with ſafron raies 
faire, that it o 1tſhine all other dates; 

Ind yet do not preſume (great eye of light) 

o be that which this day muſt make ſo bright, 


ge an eternall ſun haſtes to ariſe, 
fot from the caſtern bluſhing ſeas or {kies, 


any ſtranger worlds heaven's concaves have, 


n * 
+ 
SY 


ut from the darkneſs of an hollow grave: 

pd this is that all- powerfull Sun above, | move. 
hat crown'd thy brows with rays, firlt made thee 
oht's trumpeters, ye need not from your bow'rs 
foclaime this day, this the angelick pow'rs 

re Cone for you; but now an opall hew 

paints heaven's chriſtall, to the longing view 
arth's late hid colours ſhine, light doth adorne 

de world, and ( weeping joy) forth comes the morne; 


pd with her, as from a lethargick trance 

he breath return'd that bodies doth advance, 

- eunhich two fad nights in rock lay coffin'd dead, 
pd with an iron guard invironed: 

e out of death, light out of darkneſſe ſprings, 
om a baſe jaile forth comes the King of kings; 
hat late was mortall, thrall'd to every woe, 

at lackeys life, or upon ſenſe doth grow, 
dmortall is, of an cternall ſtampe, 

Ir brighter beaming than the morning lampe. 
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So from a black ccliple out-peares the ſun: 


Such | when her courſe of daics have on her run, 
Ina far forreſt in the pearly caſt, 


And ſhe her ſelfe hath burnt and ſpicie neſt] a 
The lovely bird with youthfull pens and combe, N 
Doth ſoar from out her cradle and her tombe: * 


So a ſmall ſeed that in the earth lies hid 
And dies, reviving burſts her cloddy ſide, 
Adorn'd with yellow locks, of new is borne, 
And doth become a mother great with corne, 
Of graincs brings hundreds with it, which when. 
Enrich the furrows which do float with gold. 
Bail holy victor! greateſt victor haile, 
That hell doth ranſake, againſt death prevaile, 
O how thou long'd-for com'ſt! with joyfull crics, pt, 
Thealltriumphing Palatines of ſkies 
Salute thy riſing, earth would joyes no more 
Beare, if thou riſing didſt them not reſtore: 
A filly tombe ſhould nat his fleſh encloſe, 
Who did heaven's trembling taraſſes diſpoſe; 
No monument ſhould ſuch a jewell hold, 
No rock, though ruby, diamond, and gold. 
Thou didſt lament and pity humane race, 
Beſtowing on us of thy free-given grace 
More than we forfcited and loſed firſt, 
In Eden rebells when we were accurſt. 
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Then earth our portion was, carth's joyes but given, 
th andearth's bliſſe thou haſt exchang'd with hea- 
what a hight of good upon us ſtreames . | ven, 
rom the great ſplendor of thy bountics beames? 
When we deſerv'd ſhame, horrour, flames of wrath, 
Thou bledſt our wounds, and ſufter didſt our death, 
ut father's juſtice pleas'd, hell, death o'recome, 

q triumph now thou riſeſt from thy tombe, 

With glories which paſt ſorrows countervaile, 

ile holy victor, greateſt victor haile. 

naß Hence humble ſenſe, and hence ye guides of ſenſe, 
Je now reach heaven, your weake intelligence 

Ind ſearching pow'rs were in a flaſh made dim, 

o learne from all eternity, that him 

he Father bred, then that he here did come 

His bearers parent) in a virgin's wombe; [thorn, 
ut then when ſold, betray'd, crown'd, ſcourg'd with 
all d to a tree, all breathleſſe, bloudleſſe, torne, 
ntomb'd, him riſen from a grave to find, [ blind. 
onfounds your cunning, turnes, like moles, you 
Kath, thou that heretofore ſtill barren waſt, 

ay, didſt each other birth cate up and waſte, 
perious, hatefull, pitileſſe, unjuſt, 

npartiall equaller of all with duſt, 

me executioner of heavenly doome, 

ade fruitfull, now life's mother art become, 

| 172 


356 ON THE RESURRECTION 


A ſweet relicfe of cares the ſoule moleſt, 

An harbinger to glory, peace and reſt, 

Put off thy mourning weeds, yeeldall thy gall 
Jo dayly ſinning life, proud of thy fall, 
Aſlemble all thy captives, haſte to riſe, 

And cvery coarſe in carth-quakes where it lies, 
Sound from cach flowry grave, and rocky jalle, 
Haile holy victor, greateſt victor haile. 


The world that wanning late and faint di lic, 


Applauding to our joyes, thy victory, 
To a young prime eſſayes to turne againe, 
And as ere {oyl'd with fin yet to remaine, 
Her chilling agues ſhe begins to miſle, 


All blifle returning with the Lord of bliſſe. 


With greater light heaven's temples opened ſhine, 


Morns ſmilmg riſe, evens bluſhing do declinc, 


Clouds dappled gliſter, boiſt'rous winds are calme, 


Soft zephyres do the fields with ſighs embalme, 
in ſilent calmes the ſea hath huſht his roares, 


And with enamour'd curles doth kiſſe the ſhoars 


All-bearing earth like a new-married queene, 
Her beauties hightens, ina gown of greene 


Perfumes theaire, her meads arewrought with floy 


In colours various, figures, {melling, pow'rs, 
Trees wanton in the groves with leavy locks, 
Her hills enamell'd ſtand, the vales, the rocks 
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Ring peales of joy, her floods and pratling brooks, 
(Stars liquid mirrors) with ſerpenting crooks, 

nd whiſp'ring murmures, ſound unto the maine, 
he golden age returned 1s againe. 

he honey people leave their golden bow'rs, 


And innocently prey on budding flowers, 

In gloomy ſhades percht on the tender ſprayes 
Ihe painted ſingers fill the aire with layes: 

eas, floods, earth, aire, all diverſly do ſound, 

Jet all their diverſe notes hath but one ground, 

Re. echo'd here-down from heaven's azure vaile, 
Haile holy victor, greateſt victor haile. 

O day on which death's adamantine chaine 
The Lord did break, did ranfack Satan's raigne, 
und in triumphant pompe his trophees rear'd, 
Ee thou bleſt ever, henceforth ſtill endear'd 
Vith name of his own day, the law to grace, 


NC, 


me, 

xc, N ypes to their ſubſtance yeeld, to thee give place 

he old new-moons, with all feſtivall dates, 

Ind what above the reſt deſerveth praiſe 

| he reverend Sabaoth, what could elſe they be 
han golden heraulds, telling what by thee 

low c ſhould enjoy? ſhades paſt, now ſhine thou cleare, 

nd henceforth be thou empreſſe of the yeare, 

his glory of thy ſiſters ſex to win, 


rom work on thee, as other daies from fin, 


Dale 
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That mankind ſhall forbeare, in ev'ry place Dot 
Theprince of planets warmeth in his race, 
And far beyond his paths in frozen climes; \ 1 


And may thou be ſo bleſt to out- date times, 

That when heaven's quire ſhall blaze in accents lou; 
The many mercics of their Soveraigne Good, 
How he on thee did fin, death, hell deſtroy, IT 1 
It may be ſtill the burthen of their joy. 


A 


h 
1 
PHILOSOPHER'S DIS OUITSLIT ION 

dhe 


DIRECTED TO THE 


DYING CHRISTIAN . 


- 


EroRE by death you never knowledge gains, ut 
(For to increaſe your knowledge you mult dy 


Tell me if all that learning be not vain, AI 
On which we proudly in this life rely, 

Is not the learning which we knowledge call, il 
Our own but by opinion and in part? 

Not made intirely certain, nor to all; iN 
And is not knowledge but diſputed art? 

AND though a bad, yet tis a forward guide; el 


Who, vexing at the ſhortneſs of the day, 
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Doth to o'retake ſwift time, {till onward ride; 
Whilſt we ſtill follow, and ſtill doubt our way. 
guide, who ev'ry ſtep proceeds with doubt; | 
Who gueſlingly her progreſs doth begin; 
And brings us back where firſt ſhe led us out 
To meet dark midnight at our reſtleſs inn. | 
r is a plummet to ſo ſhort a line, 
As ſounds no deeper than the ſounders eies, 
he peoples meteor which not long can ſhine, 
Nor far above the middle region riſe. 
Wis ſpy from ſchooles gets ill intelligence; 
Where art impoſing rules, oft gravely errs, 
Ic ſteals to nature's cloſet, and from thence, 
Brings nought but undecypher'd characters. 
m E doth, like India's laſt diſcov'rers, boaſt 
Of adding to old maps, though ſhe has bin, 
inc, Put ſayling by ſome clear and open coaſt, 
diſh Where all is woody, wild, and dark within. 
1LSE learning wanders upward more and more, 
| Knowledge (for ſuch there is in ſome degree) 
lll vainly, like the eagle, loves to ſoare, 
Though it can never to the higheſt ſee. 
ox error's miſt doth bound the ſpirit's ſight low) 
As clouds (which make earth's arched roof ſeem 
eſtraine the bodies eyes; and ſtill when light 
„ Gros clcerer upward, heaven muſt higher ſhow. 
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AND as good men, whole mindes towards Go! 
riſe, 
Take heaven's height higher than they cane» dich 
So from that height they lower things deſpiſc, 
And oft contract earth's littleneſs to leſs. 1 
or this forbidden fruit, ſince we but gainc, 
A taſte, by which we only hungry grow; Eir 
Wee meerly toyle to find our ſtudies vaine; 
Andtruſt to ſchooles for what they cannot kno | 
IF knowledge be the coyne of ſoules, tis ſt 
Above this ſtandard of each common rei ge. 


And, like a meddall of God's cabinet; 


Is ſeldome ſhewne, and ſoon put up again. ſr 


4 110] 


FOR though in one bleſt age much {way it bearcs, 
Yet to the next it oft becomes unknowne; Wd 
Unleſs like long hid meddalls it appeares 
In counterfeits, and for deceit be ſhowne. Þ 2 
IF heavn with knowledge did ſome one induc 
With more then the experience of the dead;tr 
To teach the living more then life ere knew 
In ſchooles, where all ſucceſſion may be bred. 
THEN (as in courts, meere ſtrangers baſhfully 
At firſt their walk towards private dores beg 
But bolder grow when thoſe they open ſpy, 
And being enter'd becken others in.) Po 
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Wo to his ſtudious cell { which would appeare 
Like nature's privy-lodgings) my addreſs 
H arſt by ſtealth would make, but cntring there 
[I ſhould grow bold, and give to all acceſs. 
HEN to her ſecret nurſery would proceed; 
And thither bring the world, to judge how ſhe 
irſt· cauſes, and time's infancy did breed? 
For knowledge, ſhould, ſince good, to all be free. 
on knowledge muſt, as cvill, hidden lie, 
Then we, its object, nature, ſeem to blame; 
d whilſt we baniſh knowledge, as a ſpy, 
We but hide nature as we cover ſhame. 
bk if our object, nature, be correct, 
Bold knowledge then a free ſpectator is, 


ne, 


d not a ſpy, ſince ſpyes we ſcarce ſuſpect 
Or fear, but where their objects are amiſs. 
gathering knowledge from the ſacred tree, 
| 1 would not ſnatch in haſte the fruit below; 
cad t rather climbe, like thoſe who curious be, 
And boldly taſte, that which does higheſt grow. 
rech knowledge would her proſpect take in height; 
y Tis God's lov'd Eaglet, bred by him to fly, 
beriWough with weake eyes, ſtill upward at the light, 
And may ſoar ſhort, but cannot ſoar too high, 


UGH life, ſince finite, has no ill excuſe 
For being but in finite objeRs learn'd, 
22 


— Ü'A— ͤ— 


SPEAK then ſuch things of heaven (ſince ſtudio 
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Yet ſure the ſoul was made for little uſe, 
Unleſs it be in infinites concern'd. 


Secme travail 'd ſoules, and yours prepares tog 
As mine may wiſh the journey when it findes | kny 
That yours doth heaven, her native count 
TELL, if you found your faith, e're you it ſough 
Or could it ſpring e're reaſon was full bloyn 
Or could it learne, till by your reaſon taught, 
To know itſelf, or be by others known! 
WHERE men have ſeveral faiths, to find the tru 
We only can the aid of reaſon uſe; 
"Tis rcaſon ſhewes us which we ſhould eſchey 
When by compariſon we learn to chuſe. 
BUT though we there on reaſon muſt rely h 
Where men to ſeveral faiths their mindes diſh 
Yet, after reaſon's choice, the ſchooles are ſhy 
To let it judge the very faith it choſe. 
Howe re, 'tis call'd to conſtere the records 
Of faith's dark charter, wrapt in ſacred 1 
And is the only judge even of thoſe words 
By which faith claimes that reaſon ſhould ſub! 
SINCE holy text bids faith to comprehend 
Such myſteries as nature may ſuſpect, 
And faith muſt reaſon, as her guide, attend, 


Leaſt ſhe miſtake what ſcripture doth dirclY 


'e 


N 


[ 


a 


IN 
[ mind, 
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xc from the ſoules farr countrey, heaven, God 
nd is law (an embaſly to few reveal'd) [ſent 
o bich did thoſe.good conditions repreſent 


g Of our eternal peace, ere it was ſcal'd. 
oY sc to remote ambaſladors are given 
ue interpreters, when they with kings conferre; 


agu ee to that law, God's embaſſy from heaven, 
It Our reaſon ſerves as an interpreter; 
xCE juſtly clients pay that judge an awe, 
Who laws loſt ſenſe interprets and reſtores; 
et judges are no more above the law 
| Then truchmen are above ambaſſadours) 
eV Wxce reaſon, as a judge, the tryall hath 
e. Of diff ring faiths, by adverſe pens perplext; 
by is not reaſon reckon'd above faith, 
di Though not above her law, the ſacred text? 
reaſon have ſuch worth, why ſhould ſhe (till 
Attend below, whilſt faith doth upward climbe? 
t common faith ſeemes but unſtudy'd will; | 
And reaſon calls unſtudy'd will a crime, 
AVE reaſon, even at home in priſon lies! 
1 ful And by religion is ſo watch'd, and aw'd, 
at though the priſon windowes, both her eyes, 
| Stand open, yet ſhe ſcarce dares look abroad, 
l, irn thinks, that reaſon is her adverſe ſpy; 


dire Yetreaſon is, through doubtfull wayes, her guide; 
222 


8 
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But like a ſcoute, brought in from th' enemy, | ri, 
Muſt, when ſhe guides her, bound, and guarde! 
oR if by faith, not as her judge diſdain'd, En 
Nor, as her guide, ſuſpected, but is found 
In every ſentence juſt to the arraign'd, 
And guides her right, unguarded and un bound 
WH x then ſhould ſuch a judge be ſtill deny'd To 
17 examine (ſince faith's claims {till public ar! 
Her ſecret pleas? or, Why ſhould ſuch a guide 
Be hinder'd, where faith goes, to goe as far, 
AND yet as one, bred humbly, who would ſhow 
His monarch's palace to a ſtranger, goes 
But to the gates; as if to let him know 
Where ſo much greatneſs dwells, not what it dos 
WHILST ſtrait the ſtranger enters undeny'd, 
As one whoſe breeding has much bolder bin; 
So reaſon, though ſhe were at firſt Fayth's guide 
To heav'n, yet waites without, when faith goes 
BUT though, at court, bold ſtrangers enter, wher: 
The way is to their baſhfull guide forbid; Þ 
Yet he, when they come back, is apt to heare u 
And aſk them, what the king then ſaid, and di 
AND fo, though reaſon (which is faith's firſt guide 
To God) is ſtopt where faith has entrance fr 
As nature's ſtranger; though 'tis then deny'd 
Toreaſon, as of nature's family; 


WE 
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er ſtraite, when from her viſion and her trance 
1 Faith does returne, then reaſon quits that awe, 

Enjoyn'd when prieſts impos d our ignorance; 

And aſks, how much ſhe of the godhead ſaw? 
zur as a prudent monarch ſeems alone, 
Retir'd, as it conceal'd even to his court; 
To ſubjects more in pow'r then perſon know; 
At diſtance ſought, and found but by report; 
zo God hath vayl'd his pow'r with myſteries 
n Even to his court in heaven; and faith comes there, 
Not prying with a ſtranger's curious eyes, 

But like a plain implicit worſhipper, 

VET as court-ſtrangers, getting ſome acceſs, 
Are apt to tell at home, more then they ſaw; 
hough then their pencill draws court-greatneſsleſs, 

Then that which truth at nearer view could draw: 

d faith (who Is even taught an ignorance 
For ſhe by knowledge quits her dignity) 
Docs leſſen God- head, hich ſhe would advance, 
By telling more of God than ſhe can ſee. 
. ſoules but like unhappy ſtrangers come [ coaſt; 
From heav'n, their country, to this world's bad 
(hey land, then ſtraitare backward bound for home; 
| And many are in ſtorms of paſſion loſt! 
Ihey long with danger ſayle through life's vext ſeas, 


B 


In bodies, as in veſſels full of leaks; q 


366 THEPHILOSOPHER'S DISQUISITION, 


Walking in veines, their narrow galleries ; FC 
Shorter then walks of ſeamen on their deci; Þ 
ART's card is by their pilot, faith, refus'd; At 
Her courſe by gueſs ſhe ever forward bear:;, Þ 
Reaſon her rudder is, but never us'd ; ſtecre r 
Becauſe towards heaven ſhe ne'r with rc 
FOR as a pilot, ſure of faire trade-windes, W 
The helme in all the voyage never hands, 
But ties it up, ſo reaſon's helme ſhe bindes, BU 
And boldly cloſs for heaven's ſafe harbour {tand; 
IN reaſon's place, tradition doth her lead; Ye 
And that preſumptuous antiquary makes N 
Strong lawes of weak opinions of the dead, 4 
And what was common coyne for medalls, tak 
TRADITION time's ſuſpected regiſter! M. 
Too oft religion at her triall failes! q 
Inſtead of knowledge, teacheth her to erre ; I 


And weares out truth's beſt ſtories into tales 
O vx hath ſuch a guide faith's progreſs laid? Ar 
Or can our faith, ill guided, guide us well? 
Or had ſhe not tradition's mapps ſurvey d, re 
How could ſhe aime to ſhew us heaven and hel 
IF faith with reaſon never doth adviſe; _F 
Nor yet tradition leads her, ſhe is then 
From heaven inſpir'd, and ſecretly grows wiſe Þþ 
A bove the ſchooles we know not how, nor whe! ; 
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rok could weknow how faith's bold truſt is wrought, 
What are thoſe viſions we in ſleep diſcerne; 

And when by heaven's ſhort whiſpers we are taught 

More then the watchfull ſchooles could everl-arn; 
ru ſoon faith's ignorance, which now doth ſcem 
0 A ſerious wonder to philoſophy, 

Would fall from value to a low eſteem, 
And not a wonder nor a vertue be. 

BUT though we cannot gueſs the manner how 
| Grace firſt is ſecretly in ſmall ſeeds ſown ; 

Yet fruit, though ſeed lies hid, in view doth grow; 
And faith, thefruitofgrace,muſt needs be known. 
FAITH lights us through the dark to Deitie ; 

e Whilſt, without fight, we witneſs that ſhe ſhowes 
More God then in his works our eyes can ſee; 

Though none but by thoſe works the Godhead 

ir you havefaith, then you wemult adore; [knowes. 

e Since faith does rather ſeeme inſpir d then taught; 

I] And men infpir'd have of the Godhead more 

Then nature ever found, or reaſon ſought. 

ro you whom inſpiration ſanctifies, 

I come with doubts, the mindes defect of light, 

Is to apoſtles ſome, with darkned eyes, 
| Came to receive by miracle their ſight. 
xp when TI thus preſume, you are with more 


Then nature's public wealth by faith indu'd, 


h IF 


chen 
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Or think you ſhould reveale your ſecret ſtore; 
You cannot judge my bold opinion rude, 
EVEN faith (not proving what it would aſſure) 
But bold opinion ſeems to reaſon's view; 
And ſince the blind brought Faith to help their cur 
I bring opinion, reaſon's Faith, to you. 
WE, for their knowledge, men inſpir d adore ; | ſhov 
Not for thoſe truths they hide, but thoſe thy 
And vulgar reaſon findes, that none knowes more 
'Then that which he can make another knoy 
THEN tell me firſt, if nature muſt forbear 
To aſke, why ſtill ſhe muſt remain in doubt: 
A darkneſs which docs much like hell appear, AV 


Where all may enter in but none get our. 


IF, 


Wi 


( 


TH 


THUS we at once are bidden and forbid; ot 
Charg'd to make God the object of the mind; 
Then hinder'd from it, fince he is ſo hid, f 


As we but ſeek that which we cannot find. 
OUR glim'ring knowledge, like the wandring light dd 
In Fenns, doth to incertainties direct | 
The weary progreſs of our uſeleſs ſight ; Þ 
And only makes us able to ſuſpect. & 
oR if inquiring mindes are not kept in, | vancF" 
But by ſome few, whom ſchooles to power ad 
Who, ſince themſelves ſee ſhort, would make it li * 
When others look beyond their ignorance; Þ 
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tr, as God's ſtudents, we have leave to learne 
His truths, why doth his text oft need debate? 
Why, as through milts, muſt we his lawes diſcerne? 


Since lawes ſeeme ſnares, when they are intricate. 
ſr: 1 who believe man's reaſon is too ſcant, 
And tha it doth the warr of writers cauſe; 
ov Noferr that God's great works proportion want, 
ae Who taught our reaſon, and did writ thoſe lawes. 
re Nis text, the ſoule's record, appeares to ſome | tance) 
or (Though thence our ſoules hold their inheri- 
bſcure by growing old, and ſeemes to come, 
xt: Not by conſignment to us, but by chance. 
aw (which is reaſon made authority) 
Allows conſignment to be good and cleare, 
lot when, like this, it does in copies lie, 


ind But in the known originall appear. 
dul this record be too authentic made? 
d. þ Or why, when God was faſhion'd to our eyes, 
iohrÞd very formes of humane lawes obey'd, 

Did he not ſign it but by deputies? 

k WHY, when he was man, did he not deine 

| Wholly to write this text with his own hand? 
ang why (as if all written roles were vaine) 

er a Did hene'r write but once, and but in ſand? 

it infÞ-L me, why Heav'n at firſt did ſuffer fin? 

ce; Þ Letting ſeed grow which it had never ſown ? 


A aa 
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Why, when the ſoule's firſt fever did begin, = 


Was it not cur'd, which now a plague is grown 
WHY did not heav'n's prevention {in reſtraine? MI; 
Or is not pow'rs permiſſion a conſent! 
Which is in kings as much as to ordaine; = 
And ills ordain'd are free from puniſhment, 
AND lince no crime could be e're lawes were frame Hr 
Lawes dearly taught us how to know offene 
Had laws not been, we never had been blam'd; Wb 
For not to know we ſin, is innocence. 
SIN's childhood was not ſtarv'd, but rather more Ho 
Then finely fed; ſo ſweet were pleaſures ma 
Thatnuriſkt it: for ſweet is luſt of pow'r, Po 
And ſweeter, beauty, which hath power betta 
SIN, which at fulleſt growth is childiſh ſtill, An 
Would but for pleaſur's company decay; IW 
As ſickly children thrive that have their will; Pu. 
But quickly languiſh being kept from play. 
Nc E only pleaſure breeds ſin's appetite; tf 
Which ſtill by pleaſant objects is infus'd; 
Since 'tis provok'd to what it doth commit; 
And ills provok't may plead to be excus'd; 
WHY ſhould our ſins, which not a moment laſt, 
(For, to eternity compar'd, extent 
Oflife, is, e're we name it, ſtopt and paſt) 
Receive a doome of endleſs puniſhment? 
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y ſoules to hell's vaſt priſon never come 
Tommitted for their crimes, but deſtin'd be, 
Like bondmen borne, whoſe priſon is their home, 

And long ere they were bound could not be free; 
THEN hard is deſtinies dark law; whoſe text 

We are forbid to read, yet mult obey ; 

And reaſon with her uſeleſs eyes is vext, 

Which ſtrive to guide her where they ſee no way. 
DOTH it our reaſon's mutinies appeaſe, 


To fay, the potter may his own clay mould | 
e o cv'ry uſe, or in what ſhape he pleaſe, 


nak At firſt not councell'd, nor at laſt controul'd? 
PW'R's hand can neither eaſie be nor ſtrike 
ray Toliveleſs clay, which eaſe nor torment knows; 


And where it cannot favour nor afflict, 
It neither juſtice nor injuſtice ſhows. 
BUT ſouls have life, and life eternal too; 
lay, Therefore if doom'd before they can offend, 
It ſeems to ſhew what Heavenly power can do, 
But does not in that deed that pow'r commend. 4 
THAT we are deſtin'd after death to more 1 
Then reaſon thinks due puniſhment for ſins; 
eemes poſlible, becauſe in life, before 
Me know to fin, our puniſhment begins. 
WHY elſe do infants with inceſſant cries 
Complaine of ſecret harme as ſoon as born ? 
Aa 22 | 


% þ 
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Or why are they, in citics deſtinies, Ca 
So oft by warr from raviſht mothers torne! 
DOTH not belief of being deſtin'd draw Ar 

Our reaſon to preſumption or diſpaire? 
Tf deſtiny be not, like humane law, 60 


'To be repeal'd, what is the uſe of prayer? 
WHY even to all was prayer enjoin'd? ſince thoſe Hi 
Whom God (whoſe will ne'r alters) did det 
Are ſure of heaven; and when we pray it ſhow: O. 


'That we his certainty. of will ſuſpect. 
5 


THOSE who to laſting darkneſs deſtin'd were, WII 
I hough ſoon as born they pray, yet pray too [at 

Avoidleſs ills we to no purpoſe feare; 183 
And none, when feare is paſt, will ſupplicate. 

Tb 

THE 1 
CHRISTIANS i 
An 


PHILOSOPH EW 


HE. good in graves as heavenly ſeed are ſownÞBu 

And at the ſaints firſt ſpring, the general doo! 

Will riſe, not by degrees, but fully blowne; Fr; 
When all the angels to their harveſt come. 
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canxoT Almighty heaven (ſince flowers which paſs 
I haw'd through a ſtill, and there melt mingled 
Are rais'd diſtin in a poore chymiſt's glaſs) [roo, 
Doe more in graves then men in lymbecks doe? 
c0D bred the arts to make us more believe 
(By ſceking nature's cover'd miſteries ) 
Eis darker works, that faith may thence conceive 
He can do more then what our reaſon ſees, 
O cow AR ]) faith! religion's trembling guide! 


&- 
—> 


Whom even the dim-ey'd arts mult lead to ſee 
\What nature only from our ſloath does hide, 


lat Cauſes remote, which faith's dark dangers be, 
RELIGION, ore impos'd, ſhould firſt be taught; 
te. Not ſeeme to dull obedience ready lay'd, 


Then ſwallow'd ſtrait for eaſe, but long be ſought; 
And be by reaſon councell'd, though not ſway'd. 
CoD has enough to humane kinde diſclos'd ; 
Our fleſhly garments he a while receiv'd, 

And walk'd as if the Godhead were depos'd, 

Yet could be then but by a few believ'd. 

THE faithleſs Jews will this at doome confeſs, 
Who did ſuſpect him for his low diſguiſe: 
on But, if he could have made his vertue leſs, 

doolſ®® He had been more familiar to their eyes. 

Frail life! in which, through miſts of humane breath, 
Me grop for truth, and make our progreſs ſlow; 


C. 
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Becauſe, by paſſion blinded, till by death, 


Our paſſions ending, we begin to know. 
O REV KEND death! whoſe looks can ſoon acht 
Even ſcornful youth; whilſt prieſts their doctinÞ T 
Yet mocks us too; for he does make us wiſe, | E 
When by his coming our affaires are paſt. 
OHARMLESS death! whom till the valiant bra, Li 
The wiſe expect, the ſorrowfull invite, 0 
And all the good embrace, who know the Grave, 
A ſhort dark paſſage to eternal light. 


THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL. 


N. 


I. 
\ T1TAL ſpark of heav'nly flame! 8 


Quite, oh quite this mortal frame: 


Trembling, hoping, lingring, flying, If 

Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying | 

Ceaſe, fond nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, NM 
And let me languiſh into life. 
. 

Hark! they whiſper; angels ſay, W. 

Siſter ſpirit, come away, . 

What is this abſorbs me quite? Ar 


Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, | ( 


THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HISSOUL, 


| Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath 
Tell me, my ſoul, can this be death? 
ik | TIL 
Ihe world recedes; it diſappears! 
| Hcav'n opens on my eyes! my cars 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly 
O grave! where is thy victory? 
O death! where is thy ſting? 


X. 


| 8 
HEN riſing from the bed of death, 
O'crwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 
20% my Maker, face to face, 
O how ſhall I appear! 
IL 
If yet, while pardon may be found, 
| And mercy may be ſought, 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
| And trembles at the thought; 
III. | 
When thou, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſclos'd 
In majeſty ſevere, 
And ſit in judgmnt on my ſoul, 
O how ſhall I appear! 
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IV. 
But thou halt told the troubled mind, 
Who does her ſins lament, 
The timely tribute of her tears 
Shall endleſs woe prevent. 
V. 
Then fee the forrow of my hearr, 
Ere yet it be too late; 
And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 
To give thoſe forrows weight. 
VI. 
For never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 
Her pardon to procure, 
Who knows thy only Son has dy'd 
To make her pardon ſure. 
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 


THE HONOURABLE 


\LEXANDER STUART 
MASTER OF GAIRLIES: 


Inſcribed to the Right Honourable 


Multis, ille, bonis, flebilis occidit : 

Nulli flebilior quam tibi—— 

Tu, fruſtra pius, heu! non ita creditum : 
Poſcis Quintilium Deos, HoRAT. 


H O' fable woe o'ercaſt the mournful ſoul ; 
'Tho' fancy droop her wings; and all that fire, 
Reative of the poet, lies extinct ; 
et heart-felt grief, and melancholy gloom, 

he doleful voice of weeping friendſhip raiſe; 
dd prompt diſtreſs to paint the ſecret pang, 
dc burſting heart, and tearful eye, that mourn 
Eparted excellence. And ev'nꝰ' tis joy 
vent the throbbings of a grief - ſick ſoul, 
preſs d with all the agony of woe. 
f Bbb 
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Then oh, thou ſpotleſs ſhade! accept this verſe 
To friendſhip due; by no poetic flame 

Inſpir d; but, by the feelings of a heart 

Deep touch'd with ſorrow, for thy virtues cropt 
Untimely, in their bloom. Could any charms, 
Could inbred worth, or probity of heart, 
Could every ſmiling grace, or virtue mild, 

Have power to ſtay th' unpitying hand of death; 


Thou, dear departed STUART! mult have liv d; 


Till tender youth had ripen'd into man, 

Till hoary age, whitening thy head with years, 
Mature had fent thee to the realms of bliſs. 
Alas! that name, thy parents envy'd boaſt, 
Thy country's pride, which gladen'd every ear, 


And chear'd each kindred ſoul, is now no more; 


That heart-beſpeaking face, and {milefullook, 
The token ſure of inward innocence, 

Ly wan in death; and every charm is fled. 
Ah! now, no more, ſhall riſe the ſocial ſmile 
Of heart content, and happineſs ſerene, 
Enliven'd by thy preſence: deep diſmay, 
Regret ſevere, and melancholy dumb, 


With ſolemn ſadneſs cloud each kindred brow; 


And friendſhip bathes her tender eye in tears. 


"Tis not for thee, the ſoft bemoaning ſtreams e 


Of ſorrow flow ; or burſts the big-ſwol'n ſigh; 
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[To bliſs, above the reach of fancy, ſnatch'd, 
dcarce hadſt thou known of guilt, or taſted woe. 
In grief heart-bleeding, we lament ourſelves, 
At once depriv'd of all thoſe promis'd joys 
Which fond imagination hop'd from thee. 
O thou all- ſeeing mind! guide of the whole; 
Whoſe providential eye extends to all 
Unlimited; at whoſe ſupreme command, 
| Each atom moves harmonious; Thou! whoſe nod, 
Thro' nature's infinite extent bears ſway ; 
each us ſubmiſſion to thy ruling hand: 
ith diſtant reverence inſpire our ſouls, 
And fortitude compos'd. Thou ſovereign Good! 
May ne' er preſumption vain, ſelt-arrogant, 
Ulurp calm reaſon's ſeat; nor ignorance 
ſuperſtitious horror ſink the mind. 
Then clouds of darkneſs overſhade thy throne, 
Ind hide the ways of Providence from man, 
is not God who errs, but man, who's blind. 
lere may we fix our hold; with mind ſerene, 
Jcrlook each momentary ill; we know, 
hro' boundleſs nature God exiſts the ſame ; 
ww; Nad, where he is, ſtill virtue is his care. 
rs, Rath, to the good, is but a calm retreat, 
ms Nom ſublunary woes to endleſs joy; 
oh; {here ſorrow ne'er intrudes with furraw'd brow, 
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Nor pain can raiſe one pang in peaceful ſouls, | 
Sure this low ſtate was ne'cr deſignd to bound J 
Immortal ſouls; or, length'ned life, to prove 

That virtue is Heaven's care: elſe, lovely youth' FF 
In recompence for excellence like thine, 80 
Thou mult have liv'd to bliſs futurity. Y 
Nor yet in vain thy ſhort-liv'd courſe was run; II 
We ſaw each virtue, mark'd each growing grace, IN 
And, tho' unequal to the task, we ſtrove 0) 
By imitation, to excel like thee. 0 
And ſtill, immortal ſhall thy ſpotleſs fame du 
For ever bloom; to prompt the generous though Fr 
To teach mcek-ey'd Benevolence to glow; 
And point the peaceful road of happineſs. 

Thy honeſt, open, undeſigning heart, 
Spurning each low deceit, and hollow fraud; 
Thy heav'n- born ſoul, to every virtue prone ; 
Thy pity mild, integrity ſevere; 

That true ambition, which inflam'd thy breaſt, 
And taught thee to aſpire to god- le deeds; 
That ever-burning thirſt for knowledge pure, 
By nature deep implanted in thy heart ; 

And all thoſe nameleſs virtues; which, alas! 
Too much in vain, adoin'd thee; ſhall ſurvive; Þ 
Nor to pale envy cer devoted fall, 

Or dark oblivion ; while one heart remains 
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To pant for virtue; or one pulſe to beat 
For deeds immortal, or high worth like thine. 
O BorLE l. fond friendſhip, now, on thee alone 
Fixes, with gaze intent, her tearful eye; 
She hears cach ſigh, ſhe numbers every groan, 
You vainly fend to heaven; by adverſe winds 
Toſs'd various: from that unknown abode 
No trav'ler e' er return'd to pleaſe the eye; 
Or, ſoothing, greet the ear of friend forlorn, 
Or relative diſtreſs'd. Tis innocence, 
Submiſſion ſoft, and ſtrength of mind like thine, 
From melting woe can wipe the falling tear; 
The brow of ſorrow ſmooth; lull every pang ; 
And ever- ſmiling comfort can recal. 
STUART (till lives in thee: each worth of his 
In thee ſtands fair expreſs'd: long may'ſt thou live 
In ev'ry grace ſupreme, to bleſs mankind: 
do ſhall we, at each noble deed of thine, 
t, {While fad remembrance ſteals upon our joy) 


Cry, Thus does Boy E, thus STUART would have 
done. 


A N Fi 


| O 
PE N 
WROTE IN A COUNTRY CHURCH=-YARD, 0 


_ curfeu tolls the knell of parting day, |, 
The lowing herd winds {lowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, IIe 

And leaves the world to darkneſs, and to me. 
Naw fades the glimmering landſkip on the fight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
Or drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds: 
Save that from yonder ivy-mantl'd tow'r 

The mopping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as, wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 
Moleſt her ancient folitary reign. 
Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhad: 
Where heaves the turf in many amould'ring he! 


Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, bar 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. Þ ! 
The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, bn 


The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw- built ſh ( 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouze them from their lowly bed 
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For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſe-wife ply her evening- care; 

No children run to liſp their ſire's return, 

Or climb his knees the envy'd kiſs to ſhare. 
Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 

Their harrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke: 
How jocund did they drive their team afield! 
Ho bow'dthe woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke! 
Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
| Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure; 

li, Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 

The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 

The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e er gave, 

N vaits alike th' inevitable hour. 

lai The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 
Forgive, ye proud, th' involuntary fault, 

If memory to theſe no trophies raiſe, 

Vhere, thro' the long-drawn iſle and fretted vault, 
| The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 
van ſtory'd urn, or animated buſt, 

| Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath? 
jan honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
lt ſhi | Or flatt'ry ſooth the dull, cold ear of death? 
n, [{rhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 

y be Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire, 


ly 
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Hands that the reins of empire might have ſway d. 
Or wak'd to ecſtaſy the living lyre. 
But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of time, did ne'er unrol : 
Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 
Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 
The dark, unfathom'd caves of ocean bear 
Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 4 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſart air. F 
Some village Hambden that with dauntleſs breaſt Wr 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, T 
Some Cromwel guiltleſs of his country's bloc 
Th applauſe of liſt' ning ſenates to command, N 
'The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, | 
To ſcatter plenty o'er x ſmiling land, 
And read their hiſt'ry in a nation's eycs, = 
Their lot forbad. Nor circumſcrib'd alone * 
Their growing virtues ; but their crimes contin N 
Forbad to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, Wo 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind; Wha 
The ſtpuggling pangs of conſcious Truth to hid Por 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous Shame, ph 
Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 0 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. | 
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lar from the madding croud's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray ; 
long the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life, 

| They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 
et ev n theſe bones from inſult to protect 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 

ich uncouth'd rhymes, and ſhapeleſs culture deckt, 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. 

bcir name, their years ſpelt by th' unletter'd muſe, 
[The place of fame and elegy ſupply ; 

d many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 

That teach the ruſtick moraliſt to die. 

who to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 

This pleaſing anxious Being c'er reſign'd, 

t the warm precincts of the chearful day, 

Nor caſt one longing, ling'ring look behind? 
ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relics, 

ome pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 

n from the tomb the voice of nature crics, 
Wake and faithful to her wonted fires. 

thee, who mindful, of th' unhonour'd dead, 
Joſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate, 

hance by lonely contemplation led, 

dome kindred ſpirit ſhall enquire thy fate; 
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ly fome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
GC cc 
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Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 

To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 
There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
His liſtleſs length at noontide would he ſtretch, 

And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 
Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 

Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would row 
Now drooping, woeful, wan, like one forlorn, 

Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs | 
One morn I miſs'd him on the 'cuſtom'd hill, 

Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree, 
Another came, nor yet beſide therill, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he: 
The next, with dirges due, in ſad array, [d 

Slow thro' the church-way path we fay 
Approach and read (for thou can'ſt read) the! 

Gray'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thor! 
'Thereſcatter'd oft, the earlieſt of the year, 

By hands unſeen, are ſhowers of violets fout 
The red- breaſt loves to build and warble there, 
| And little footſteps lightly print the ground 


THE 
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ERE reſts his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown: 
dear ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own. 
ge was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend. 
„Fe gave to mis'ry (all he had) a tear: 
Hegain'd from heav'n ('twasall he wiſh'd) at riend, 
1c: Wo farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 
or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
av Where they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 


he The boſom of his father and his God. 


236 AN ELEGY. 
Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 

To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 
There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
His liſtleſs length at noontide would he ſtretch, 

And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 
Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 

Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would roy 
Now drooping, woeful, wan, like one forlorn, 

Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs | 
One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 

Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree, 
Another came, nor yet beſide therill, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he: 
The next, with dirges due, in ſad array, [d 
Slow thro' the church-way path we fav 
Approach and read (for thou can'ſt read) the! 
Grav d on the ſtone beneath yon aged thor 
There ſcatter'd oft, the earlieſt of the year, 
By hands unſeen, are ſhowers of violets fou 
The red- breaſt loves to build and warble there, 
Andlittle footſteps lightly print the ground, 
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ERE reſts his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown: 

ar ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own, 
rge was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 

Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend. 
e gave to mis'ry (all he had) a tear: 

He gain d from heav'n ( twas all he wiſſi d) af riend, 
o farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
here they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 


The boſom of his father and his God. 
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Mas, LY TELE TON; 


ADE to engage all hearts, and charm all cy: 
Tho' meek, magnanimous; tho' witty, via! 
Polite, as all her life in courts had been; 
Yet good, as ſhe the world had never ſcen; 
The noble fire of an exalted mind, 
With gentleſt female tenderneſs combin'd. 
Her ſpeech was the melodious voice of love, ſai 
Her ſong the warbling of the vernal grove; 
Her eloquence was ſweeter than her ſong, 
Soft as her heart, and as her reaſon ſtrong ; 
Her form each beauty of her mind expreſs'd, 
Her mind was virtue by the graces dreſs'd. 
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